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Ere you but ba for. wiſe ie as you're Tevere',. 
Our youthful Poet ſhou'd not need to fear ; 
To his green years your Cenſures you wou'd fuit, 


Not blaſt the Bloſſom, but expet? the Fruzr. 
The Sex that beſt does Geirs underſtand, 
Will always chuſe to err on tother hand. 
They check not him that's Aukward in delight, _ 
But tlap the ou Rogues Cheek, and ſet him right. | | 
Thus heartt' , and fleſb't upon his Prey, _—_ * 
The youth auay' re ve 4 min  aviother day ; id Se 
' For your own' ſakes, inſftrutt him when” he's out, 
Tow! ou. bing mend 'bis work at FO on 


I NET oy 0 ONO 
C my " D * * 


Begg + itn 
wet 26. ERS; 0.5 dg NN eons EO x" 1; # 
* n — V2 P 


He ran be fe? W21 rhank us for our pains, 

Theres ſuch. a flock of Love within his Veins, . | | 

Theſe Arguments the Women may perfwade, 0 TT he 
' But move. not you; the Brothers of the Trade, )z i Ta 

Who. ſcattering your 7 gh through the Pit, "4. 
| With. aking hearts an Pr Purſes ſt, Ph | 54; 71 
, To take your dear Froe Shillings worth of Wit 


Y = The age roe him in your kindeſt mood,” 
> ng from 
ou c 
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Comes , Juſt like drops of blood; ” 

And then o civilly Wi fear 

| The loudneſs As 7 ip hbvis ey ; 

| That we ſuſpeft your: lovts are lin #-twithin, | 
For ſilence. make and Cotten'd next the on $5-- 
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ACTI 


Scene Circe's Cave. 


» 


Thoas, Iphigetia, Guards and Attendants. 


Tph. HIS, ſure, is the fad region of diſpair, 

Where, after Death, the guilty Souls repair: 
| Here is no promiſe of a blooming Spring 3 

No chearful light awakes the Birds toSing. 

The blaſted Trees no leaves or-bloſloms yield, | 

On their bare tops Owles pearch, and Ravens build. 

Tho. Thoſe Spirits gladly in theſe ſhades obey, 

Who ſicken at the view of brighter day. | 

In this dark place, ſhut up from mortal fight, 

My Queen converſes with the God of Night, 

Prepares her Poyſons, mutters holy Words : 

Herbs for her Charms th' unwholſome ſoile affords ; 

Here ſhe has promiſed from their dark abodes, 

By her ſtrong Art to raiſe th' infernal Gods, 


And to inquire our fate. 
Iph Can Heaven decree 
That any lucky Star ſhould-ſmile on me. 
How long a Captive muſt I here remain ? | 
How long my hands with horrid murders.ſtain> . : 
A Goddeſs who in humane blood delights*-.. 
Ordains me taperform her impious rights. . . - 
Ye Pow'rs that rule the World, ſhall I no more 
My Country ſee, .nor houſhold Gods adore ? 
. Oh Iphigenia when thoſe Prayers-you make, 
When you beg leave this Region forkk KG 
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: My Daughter's Sighs this TOWs 5 might m inove Wor faH 


oc why path 0 Words. 
dom crudl Maid in Yairkyou fue 
above will be op de a vbl 
Alas | what: pity can you hope tomect, 1 L 
Nho-let poor, L jeth_at your feet ?. 
Who can behold with unrelenting Eyes | 
A wretched King who for your Beauty, dies > L 
Tph. Where are your Oaths, how.-often have you ſworn? - 
Your guilty paſſion ſhould in ſecret burn. = [ Angerly. D 
Muſt I by death your perſecutions fly 2 - F 
T am not io confin'd but I can die. 


LL 


. Scene G «cond, 


Enter Ithacus. 


' Ith. E'rre we invoke the Gods, T hither come 
From Iphigenia's mouth to know my doom; . 
From you-my-life or death T humbly wait ; 

Tis you and net the Gods that rule any fate. 
The chaſe of Glory I no more purſue, © 
Forgetting Armes, I tanguiſh here for you. 
Love may incite the Young to hunt for fame, 
But Beauty then muſt the reward Prolame. 67 HEL 
I ask but Hope, it is a ſlender fave, | 4. 098 72 
. But "8 Camelion-Love can hve 0 on Air. Ly Fg £2: 108] 


And Aoantr> an firſt created li F: 
More Innucent than Beauty'was before F766 | 
It ſtudied Wit, or coſtly Dreſſes wore. © af4d 0g Ta 
Her Migd is Noble, and her Greatneſs free, TE I Ea 
ſer. Soul, like Heaven, full of bleſt Harmony :: P2782 6 
&ſ 5 unquiet Love ſome diſcord moves, 4 4 bboi A 
ou mult-pardon, ſince 'tis/you ſhe loves: RXV L 
ices prodigal to you, - _ en NS 
'For which, in vain, the reſt of Mankind ſhe. . | 4 
Tho. If weby Policy could goverti Love, -- ND Su 0. 4 


Since. 


$6% 2th b <a " WY Wa ® EO es ET ot ka "RY = RY o I Ft meet p _— ln = . 
—- KO Rm | —_ 
: = by b Z * 

x AN : £4 © I 

b a Wo 
BS. « 
\ E. . 
- ry * . e & b 
: ph b - ed 


Since he for ſaddain exile muſt prepare, '' 1 7 4 
Or, marrying her, be made the Empires Heirz 4 
Loudly the Peoplefor this Union call, 
And their Rebellious fury threatens all: 
But I the Magick of your Beauty know 
-Too well to blame what: Love compel's:him to: 

1h. Before I ſaw your Daughter, T had paid 
My Loves firſt Tribute to. this charming Maid ; 

And then the Empire vainly did enjoine, - + 
That I ſhould give a Heart which was not mine. 

Tph. Tie hear no more, -it 1s too great a fault, Te / 
But to endure your Criminals aſſault ;. Bund vith 
In Vertu's Combats they that keep the Field, 
Almoſt as guilty are as they'that yield : / 

Vertue by flight ſecures it (elf. [1 going. 

Ith. — O ſtay, [oY 
To my dark Hopes. will you afford no day? - + 4 

Promiſe at leaſt you will beſtow your Love, n 
As you'r directed by the Pow'rs above. 
r hb, What they command 1 never ſhall decline, 
To Heav'n-my will and perſon I reſign. 


Scene Third. TX) Fi | 
To them Ofimida. 


Oſm, T have my Sexes Paſſions,, want their Art ; 
For by my Eyes ſtill I betray my Heart: | 
Thither to gaze on him'my Soul does: haſte, '- 4 
And in-kind looks Tall my Spirits waſte. : 

Iph. Behold the fair Oſmida now appears, 

Her beauteous Eyes are full of Love and Tears. Dat vy 

Tho. Poor Virgin ! my! commands at firſt did make [To Oſay; 
Thoſe Wounds thou didſt but in obedience take. 1 © 

Oſzz. You bade me all-thoſe modeſt fears remove, 

Which guard at firſt a. Virgins Heart from Love. - 

Admire not, if I yielded to his Charmes, .// | 
When yau had taken from me all my, Arms 3/. 
But Ithacws, ſince ta Love dew r.| *, 
I with a juft diſdai@-will arm my: Eyes, - F | 
571 P B43 OG And 
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And i in my Breaſt I ſhall entinid tes CES tat nag 


But what my Anger and Revenge: Hiſpine," » i! ger 7 tt 
Ith. Madam, oppreſs not thus my finking Fs 
I bear already a too heavy weight - 
Ah rather an unhappy wretch deplore, | 
Who dies, becauſerthe cannor ove yon mores * 
My Heart's a Priſonier, if it Freedom'gains,' / 
It That but be to wear Oſmide's Chains. 
Oſm. That Iphigenia's Empire would but'be 
As ſhort as thou wilt find my hate of thee. 
Like a kind Parent 1 forgive, and take 
Any ſubmiſſion'he is _ d to- ama | 
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Enter Circe with vr ny 


Circ. Reproach' to'thy Great Father, and to me! [Tolthacus 
The wiſe Ulyſſes does-not live in" thees.. Er | 
Would he to Love have facrific'd a Throne >' _ | 
Ah Son } this weakneſs, or thy Race diſown. 24 ef &-- 

Ith. Blame not my Paſſion, Madam! Love and hate; 


_ Are leſs at Mans diſpoſal than his Fate. 


Cir. But let this Monarch your Example-prove, [ Pointing to Tho. 


H: knows by int'reſt how to govern Love. 


To me he gave his Hand- with treacherous art, 
When Iphigeria did poſſeſs his Heart. 
Ungratcful King/Love'on but know'T bear 7 240 1 © 
t ean puniſh you arid/her, | 2 097.1 017 6 
Tph. His Paſſion I with gric c rrouble Theg 2562 0! OY 
You cannot ſuffer more by Jealoub pp 
Cir. Curs'd be her Eyes, cu 1s'd be that fatal _ 
ww ſhe at 4»lis on the Altar lay. 

y tid the criiel Gods prevent thy: fall I6651- 
Tk Gods which for thy death' before did call - IO < 
No Vidtim, great Diana could appeaſe, _ 1107 a8 
The Warriout's languiſh'd in-ignoble caſe.; 
No Ship could ſpread her. Sails, for every wind | 
Offended Heaven, did'in deep Caverns bind, mel'' 
Troy's Gems ſmil'd, to ſee the Fates bp 27} wav 376d 
The Se and TR againſt wa pow 'vrful Foe: 1 | & tive | 

Then 
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Then Calcas cry'd, here wemmſkoder: or 015; 3) rn 2 
Unleſs the Princeſs Iphi enia digs: : tree? mp I BO 
The Gods require her : Calihes js "ola 
To fetch the Virgin filth the Royal Tent. - 
From her fad Moth'rs$6ofome = 
And by her Father, tithe Altar broug 
Calchas prepar'd to-give the fatal wound, /, 
When from above was heard: a rt ime Gund; 
It was Diana's voice,” who'fr 
Pronounc'd this Sentence to: wv A eas crowd. 
Your Princeſs ſhall not on my Altar Vee 
She is for Holy Myſteries decreed : ” = 
To Taxrica T wilt the Virgin beary | De er i. 
Through the unbeaten n of the Air: |. a 
Now thou att-come, our peace is loſt, 
My vaſt deſigns for greatneſs all are crols'd. 

Tph. Calchas ! how dull and: lazy! was thy Fo 
Would I had periſh't 'by the Sacred Steel; 
Would I had dy'd at»4»{s, in this place 

6 a Life unworthy of my Race, | 

My hands are ever ſtaind in humane blood, 
And arm'd againſt the innocent and good. 

Circ. Yapr hands do fat leſs miſchief than your eyes, 
For which that poor ighoble Rebel dies. \ | Pointing to Itha.. 
You, Ithacus, have by: this Paſſion ſtain'd, 
All the Renown which, you-m Arms had gain'd ; 
Give a great Viftim to your Countries good, 
And fave-vaſt Torrent of the Scythien lood. 

Ofz. Urge him'no more, fince tis his happineſs, 
I wiſh he ev'n my Rival may poſleſs, 2% 
And may ſhe love the Prince'! as well as IL 
I know my remedy muſt. be to die 3 
With thee no Rebel will diſpute the Throne, 
None will conſtrain thy aca when I am gone. 

Jth. My Conſtancy a barren Heart has.till'd, 
Which to my labouring Hopes, no fruit will yield, 
And I refufe a paſhon Landes far, 
Than that which Deities to Mortals bear ; ; 
Not Iphigenia can moxe charming be, 
Tho partial Love makes hex Go ſo to me... [Looking on Of, 


"6 INRCLE | 
' Tie look my ſelf into your ſofter po 


= | And now mcthinks Lonly you ado 
IB Rebel my.injur'd Heatt 1 'a 
| _ Againſt fe! Tyrants, Iphigenis's'E EBISTHY So (535; : 
Ss |. Each thought does repfeſent hermow leſoSir;/ (bi 120 A 
WM. \ And all conſpires I ſhouldiyour'Ferteroweer. ,'2 1 rd bo A 1 
= Oſm, Oh weak Reſolves!'that wngry Loveremiakey FER -1Þ 
 F | Which they are led iſenſib! to'break; 3: TOR 5- -” 
b Safe in thy Hearts ſtrong'Fortreſ# Love remains, ad no =o 4 
''F And ſmiles to ſee thee ſtruggle with thy Chains; fs bis 3 
. One look your Reſolutions will defeat, '' W2 9 
And make you ſigh for pardon: ather-feet. vo. 1 7 oi af? 
Ith. Your every Grace my fajnting: ſenſes arms: TIS? [ 
Againſt the Force of all her powerful: g 
I can look on, and yet ther Charms defj bye. [Locke 04 phigenia. 
And thus provoke the Magick of her. = 


} | Now to regain my freedom T begin. ': 
U ' Oſm. How faſt he ſucks the'ſubt} init: 
1th. Thus I her Image from! ory wo rentag (þ | 

2” And hate her now yet ſheis'wond'rous fair. 
Oſm. Too well this language of the Eyes I know, + 

Each lookin extaſie of Love: does ſhow.” A 

Ith. By Heav' ns! when this brave Onſte would make, | a0 

- My Heart grows faint, and all 'my ſinews hakec7 S 7-101 

S Revenge and anger, which ſhoul true af me, 
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E: Like Cowards fly, when I her Beauty ſee. 

E- And now I melt into more tendernels, i1 
| Than Artleſs Maids in their firſt Loves edpreſe' 1 
| - Of, Poor Prince! T'will not mln pity thee, | 
179 Thou art irreparably loſt likeme. * +: T 
'Y With'fome ſoft pleaſure; well delude-the care 
| fich we ſuffer by diſpair. 
s þ I will with Tears deplore your miſery, 

- And you with gentle fighs ſhall-pity me: | 

| Ith. T have one torment, Madam, more hay you, LOS: 'F 

I muſt diſpair, *and -be ungrateful too; | | We m 
2 = Circ. By Force and Art had a won, R 

i | _ Of which theſe Rebels will gr Son. +. | 


7 And torment w 


OIRe in 7 


Thns Love does limane Policy defpiſc;:C. pri!x {111 2 KJ 
And laughs at all the Cd ANG FITC 203 * arl eli ) 

Ith. To pardon Criminals,: andebleſs then too" 
Only belongs ts Deities and yours + © 112. Ts Circe 
You muſt do both, from you we hope a Care, . 
For all thoſe IIls which'.we frot Love endure. 
The Gods ſome ſecret Remedy may, find, 
To cure the Wounds of each lifted mind. 
Raiſe the infernal Pow'rs by your ſtrong Charms. 

Cir. To your Requeſts I wil | indulgent prove, 
But Heav'n it felf has little pow'r'o're Love. 

Oſzr. 1from the Gods'only'to'death pretenc 

'Tis in that point*my Miſeriesmuſt end,” 

Cir. You mult retire; theſe Sacted Myſteries;"' *. 
With Reverence we conceale from'common Eyes. 

Tho. My Soul is with ſome mighty Fate oppreſt, 
My Heart does pant and ſtrugle in my Breaſt. 

If el, I know not what,” that fayes Iam 
F or one that Loves, and is a King, too tame, 
How weakly Reaſon too reſiſts deſire ? - 
And like ſmall Show'rs does but augment the Fire. - 
| [Ex. all but Circe and her Womens ' - 


The Scene obs to the inward part of the Cave. - 
"The Infernal Priffs #ter, | 


Sung by.Circe's. Women at the Infernal Sacrifice. - 
Prieſts Joyn. in the. Chorus, 


E miſt afſemble-by' a Sacrifice h 

Wi w/e z do. Sarftr' the Skies. - 
Their neceſſary aid you uſo, 
Thoſe poy ſonone Herbs and Roots to chuſe, - 
Which aingled, and | t-ayfed' 
Do to your Charnes, their: hi 
Your Cen oNns to 
© And with ArabianG 


ms ſweet 
'The Air, "with 
Re . Sweet mel they 7h ne, i 


;; mn Tem Heer guojiardy) 
aſſemble Man's —_ ro Prajes, 


= | - Dp Smebey tothe Alar, 
|. Pricts Sing Ao 
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hey ay and ſe, 
EST as $967 Ire, . 
And tines ji Ambition's Fire, 
ous Sickneſs of the Great, 
Chor. Circe, Fo un hag the Sun obey, 
Or in his guilded Beans ue mom fl ly. - 2 | 


; 20 | Ton who batch Fakes in the Conrt, OTC | 
Sedition in the mean er fort, eb and 
FREE TY Amongit the Pions, boly Strife, b 
” 8 Peart wh oo RO foo, 
Sri Ab, ol that wet on bum life | 
= Chor. Circe, the Daughter of the Sun obey, 
1 - Orin bis ane Peony you Cn aa 


Cir. Bri _ ethe juice of eyer | Plan AT x 7 
| rows .1n gut \F 


Of all tateom LI ——_—_ iſture. want. © b- 

ng The juice of baneful'Aconites.” EY , 

4 = The. e black and madancholy alizic of theſe, : b- 
Whom PF ilk raiſe-up +9 his hated Jight. 

[Brit one of the _ 


wng 
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EIRCE. 

Sung by one of .Citce's Women alone. 
Overs, who t0 their ſoft — 


e. ſlow and lan wel, to you; . os 
7 ed you can TIE he eG Wind, my ; 
reds even Thought, creeping and tir'd behind. 


A Spirit riſes, and layes a Jarre at Circe's feet. . 
| Sung by Circes Women. 


Bran quick” as thy thought, 
Th Ingredients of thy Spells are brought, 
By which thy diſmal Bus'neſs muſt. be wrought.” 
Great ' Miniſter of Fate, 
Iz this deep Cave. you fit in $ tate, 
Famine and Peſtilence about you wait; 
At your dread Word they fly through every Land, 
Whil | their fierce 11 Cerning rage, 
2es. #! ty neither Sex nor Age. 
Death is as blind as Love, at your command. 
Chorus. Each Plant and Herb have all their poyſon ſent 3 
On what: mew miſchief i is yohr Magick bent mrs. 


Cir.” Whil & on the Earth this JuiceIpour, '[Torbe Magicians, 
And that the Prieſts theit ſolemn Anthem ſing, 
Do you tread on this holy flour; © © 
Thoſe myſtick Figures, ſacred to th' Tofernal King, 
RO RE [Magicians dance. 
"A Priefifiny/alahia, 00 nrn AE : 
*Luto, ariſe ! h 
From thoſe bleſt i ſhades where Ki ings, Fer) er ate, 
Where thoſe no' torment have from State ayd Care; 5. 
And theſe feel not the torment of Deſpair." © © 
The Second Part of the Dance. | 


Em tet Ko mo Ep, 
"$0054 Mins 3 ingdom of Equality, ' © 
16+ ** >" Withers Birth, Wealth, Beaity Bate bo ER i064 
*- Whete © (Eh Wet Bu oe wy as cont | 
C Scene +1 
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The Sock gens, Pluto ao in 4 « Chis drawn by Black Hor ſer. 


Circe Pluto, Prieſts Spirits. 


Plit. Why do you call n me Hoa Eternal night > 
Unwilling to the world's more guilty m1 


Cir. 1 


o conjure thee, by her conqu' ring Eyes 


Which even had pow'r to make a God their prize, 
Pity thoſe Lovers, who indure more pain, 
T " all the Damn'd thy Empire does contain. 
Vouchfafe in Fates m 
What for my Son a 
Pla. *'Tis deſtin'd by a pow'r which Gods obey, 
That both ſhould meet a cruel fate this day. 
Cir. Each word has been a thouſand deaths to me, 
Ah take my Soul to the dark Shades with thee! 
Pls. Great Circe weep no more, Love ſhakes his Dart, 
The lawful terrour of each noble heart, 
And cries aloud, what Deity can dare, 2 
Lorie thoſe ſlaves who my bleſt ferters wear? 
le puniſh all, by fatal Stix be 4..-7 
this he ſpok Ire with Frowns, but more with ; UB 
I he Gods like fearful Senates, all debate, 
And their harſh Sentence ſtrive to moderate. 
Cir. Juſt Heaven | | 


Pla. 


ſterious Books to read, 
Huſband 1 is decreed. 


Love from the Gods at laſt heata d, 


That by one means their (afet 
This day two Noble Youths 
Who.travel hither by Apelo's doom. 
Let one, according to your POPs Es 
| Be offer'd to Diana Tawrica. 

If one of theſe x Sacrifice be made, _ - _ 
Ls may the Sentence of the Gods evade. 


meters 


7 can no-more. indure-this hated Ji he, 
Reſtore me-to-the PEO arms: 


oy 


may be gain'd. 
Argos come,, 


r fair Pricſt=ſs chooſes, let Ts fall, 
ictim to attone for all. 

$Ske Waves = Wand, 
Cund be diftends. 


CTROE It 

Cir. This tothe King, and to my Son relate, ['To the Prieffs, 
Do you th'arrival of theſe Strangers wait, [To the Spirits. 
And ſo contrive.that by ſome pow'rful Charms, | 
They bedepriv'd of all defenſive arms. ho Prieſts 
With anger and revenge I've play'd too long, and Spirits. 
Now it is time that I reſent my Mienrg, | 
Perfidious King, I have rcfolv'd thy Fate, 
Thy Iphigenia too ſhall ſhare my hate. 
Sullen and dark rhe Planets all appear! 
As if ſome diſmal Fate were hatching there, 
Some mighty il} is threatned to us all, 
Witneſs you Gods! I do not fear to fall; 
But I'le not die alone: At Death T'de ſmile, 
were all the world to be my Funeral Pile. 


ACTI 
Scene the Grecian Fleet. 


Oreſtes, Pylades. : 


Oreſ. T HIS is that happy place, my generous Friend; 
Where 'tis declar'd my Miſeries ſhall end ; ; 


Thoſe miſeries which had batter'd down this Fort, 
But that their ſhock you help me to ſupport : 
T do, in our harmonious friendſhip, fed 
Mufick to charm the frenzie of my Mind. 
By. Uſtleſs is all my friendly art and care, 
What I would heal is feſter'd by deſpair; 
Within your ſelf a ſolemn Court you call, 
And at each hour by your own Sentence fall ; 
 Condemning an unhappy Paricide, 
Whom all the world would have abſolv'd beſide. 
No more jn theſe dark Clouds of prief appear. 
Orft. *Tis, Pylades, the ſhape which Guilt ſhould wear. 
A Mothers name ſhould have had.power to charme 
With facred Reverence my guilty Arm : 
Ah! though ſhe did my Royal Father kill, | 
And ſtain his Bed, ſhe was my Mother till, | 
-  ©'2 I ſhould 


| 
t i 
F 

' 


= - CHDRCE. 


| Where men with humane bload their; Goddeſs treat. 


 Garlands, and manly Grace adorn'd his Brow; | 


I ſhould haye left her tothe Row'rs. Diyine;! +1; 07 T7 : 
Jaſtice was Heaven's Prerogative,. notmine.” [rift roy ol 

' Py. Heav'tis diſtant, power ill gn but little fear, (1+ () '111/ 

They impudgently fin, becauſe'they know: - + ._ | 
The Good to Heav'ns flow Court of Juſtice gog 1 1 + + + 
And Judgments are ſo long in;coming,:thence,! 2! +144! | 
That guilt may Weary praying Innocente(:- |; {1 7 46 hn) 
Think not the Gods, like'lazy Monarchs, give. 8 
To their bold Subjects-their..Prerogatives | gan 1 
Heav'n, had it thought thatgreat revenge its due, 
Would ne're have let it been ufurp'd: by, you. -! :/} 


. I l $ . 


Oreſt. This Region is!that famous Temples ſeat, + 


To end my griefs it is, perhaps, decreed ; 
That on Djana's Altar T fhould bleed. TINT om ; 
My Pylades ! this diſmal place forfakes 1 i 
You may perhaps the Second Vidtim make. E | 
Ah flie! this morning Sacrifice declares 3 
That Seythia's bloody ,Zeal no Stranger'ſpares. | 

Py. Ah my dear friend! 7 [Pylades ſighs. 

Oreft —— ——What does your ſorrow mean ? — E 

Py, Would.I had ne're the fatal Templerſeen, | 1; moe © 7 
They had perform'd the holy Rites before ; 1, i 
Your thoughtful ſteps had 'reach'd the Temple Door: 


A lovely Youth did at the Altar bow, mA 


When a bright Virgin with 2 ſolemn pace, 1 ©, +... 
All drown'd in tears approach'd. the holy place.. .: 1; | 
How beautious was her Grief! the'dreſs ſhe wore ';,, , ;  ; - © 
Declar'd that ſhe the bloody office-bore 5 + . _ - - | " 
She took the crooked Knife, and gave.the wound 5; +, ... 

The murder'd Victim panted on the ground. :... ...... .....; 
Whilſt I did ſomething inzy.Bolom feel... 

That wounded deeper than the facred Steel. ; 1... 


Oreft, Defend your Heart, that muſt not be a Prize - | 


To any, but your Iphigenia's Eyes. | 


The Oracle at Delphos did deelare: .,.” ..... CR Rn. 
I ſhould recover that loſt. ;Siſter here; Lo 


Heav'n has Regen d EE NE, Jour ; r Bride, Pwr 3h 


| Fre eF? Part 
SAS 8s * # 


& # 
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— 


Fate has the ſacred Knor already ty'd. 


CT'RCE;) T 


Py. No, no, my heart is fram:wy Bofontflown,)!,,!./ +7; -- 
And am falſe to nc Sher 3 S2ownl/ yoni wm hos 
OurEyes at laſty:to-perfet)my defeat; + 1 11 
With trembling pleaſure; and confuſion meet... - /! ;-- 
Her lovely paleneſs hafty: bluſhes dy'd,;/ +, 1 
And ſhe with hafte thoſe/bluſhes ſtrove to-hides:i:/ ; 1. - 
But ſuddain grief benighted-foon her:Eyes;: + 11i [+ 1s ! 
I trembled to behold the Tempeſt riſe.;:;;-{; !- 
She” wept, and pointed to. the Tem e Door, *q | 
She ſhew'd her-hands'all-ſtain'd/with humane Gore, ,. 
As if ſhe meant. ſhould that: Temple fliey 1 
At whoſe ſad Altar wretched Strangers:di&:1-. (14 1 p - -; 

Oreſt. I that laft ation {liw; -and'did advance... -/ 
To wake' your ſenſes from fo:deep:a /Trance: -/; | 
F aw the'Priefteſs, -and her fatal view, 
Did Chtemneſtra to my mind renew, - | 
I did, with wonder, in her lovely Face 
The well known features of my Mathier trace z 
T then reflected on my former guilt, P— 
And on the Blood-my -impious rage had ſpilt. | 

Py. In peace your Motherinher Urn doesreſt, . FA horrid My--- 
Let not her memory diſturb your Breaſt - ſick. in the Air.) 


3 k 


+; Sung by; Furtes... 


EF 
His impious Breefl you Furies fill” 
With all that Hell of horror does contain. 
: Gnaw, Gnaw his Heart, you Scorpiens ſtill. 
But from bimſelf. be feels the ſharpeſt pain. - - 
But from himſelf he feels the ſharpeſt pain. . © 
£1 Ve Bls 


* 


For any other humane Crime, 
Tears and: Repentance may Qblations be,, 
But nothing ſhall atone for him... 
The damn'd may: ſooner pardon find than be, + 
' The datien'd' may ſooner pardon find than be... 


& 


ies (till: 
3 


| Oreſt. Hark Pylades ! ae everpliendof Hell.., fn Z | 
c a a Fr FF: ce 4# 


With my black Paricide reproac 


, ON OO _— L E 
is i 


' Or you'le more cruel than Oreſtes 


As firſt they weree'reI to itecia bow. 


See the Adulterer Figiſthns, —_— 
And my unhappy Mother's forins 


appear. 
Pyi. I fear his mind, inflam'd by ative "ES 


Is to its former Rageand | Fever erongh: 
'Oreft. Oh can there be.no-expiation made ? 


What have I offar'd to appeaſe thy ſhaded: rin .57 
Mother ! and piteous: Heaven! "> 6 crime, Fm fi ” 


Tie up your Scorpions you Kandy 
Whom I'le with blond ts ant Ewes appeaſe. 


Pyl. You entertain cob i * with ſhapel Air 
Nor have you any guilt but this Deſpair 7 


Oreſ. Bankrupt is man, unleſs: kind He d Hpav'n v n will take 
 Repentance, all the payment we can 


e Heav' ns open, Iris 
Soo on the Rain- 
SONG. * | bow, and (ings. 


Þ:o!: Y 
("4 nuljant Hew ! ceaſe to erieres : 


The Gods thy Pray'rs, and Penitence receives 


2 ng pats 4 as they forgive. 


. All the Rep of Hell are vain, - 
O're that, and grief, ' =: ſhall the conqueſt gain, 


A Pardon your ; unwilling C rieves obtain. 
TIE: | 
Tu _ made of Air refin'd, 


With pleaſing objedts cheer his clouded mind ; 
No footſteps leave of former guilt bebind. 


A Dance of tho Winds, 


Oreſ, My though $ are beco calm, and quic now 3 
Pyl. Try by ſoft flumbers to deludeyour care. EE 4 
bal x} exp fit ſourids are ae Senſe ap bleG the air? . 5.4 pleaſant 
ey {weeter to my.ravilh't Senſe appear, S , 
TO T_ as. TE RISTAtY - iN) 2. \&'s 4 
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| Oreſtes and Pylades ſeat themſelves on # Rock Syrens: 
riſe nt of the Sea-and fg 
SONG. 
| Io 


A H how happy are we | 
Who from bus neſs, that graver folly, are frees 
Let us. Love, though the ſober ſhould blame us. 
A curſe on the Wie, 
They need not aaviſe, 
Age males too much haſte to reclaim us. 
| FL.” 
Let ms careleſly move 
In the riots of Wit, and follies of Love, 
Our age does to pleaſure invite us; 
But wl en we are old 
And our Blood grawes cold, 
Not Art nor Fifteen can incite ns. 


[ Syrens deſcend, and leavethem aſleep as inchanted.. 
| Sczne Second... i 


h | 
Enter Circe, Spirits appear. 


Bait your temptations with all ennning Arts, 
Which Luſt inſmuates when it poyſons Hearts, 
{ Our Prieſteſs he muſt raviſh,z that. black. crime 
= Serves my deſigns to ruine her and him. 
| Oneſtain'd with Luſt, -my Son muſt needs deſpile,, 
Then he may yield to fair Oſmida's Eyes. | 
 dOpir. Such poyſon to his Vertue ſhall be given, 
That. it ſhall ev'n bepaſt the Cure of Heaven. - 


"Cir: Diana | ! We have now thy Vitim here, '£ Looking 09 the 
| How goodly*audklijeſtick rhey-appear'Þ>\-" 7 3Sfr 5.) 
iTwo beads in that Faces their Reval oep)!" 
. The God of Love, and penn God of Sleep. 
Both in their gayeſt Ro 22  < 
He's manly, as the Worlds firſt Hero's were, 
E're Nature was debauch'd by vice or care 
His Eyes ſhut up, a NO Spring\appear, / po 
FEY Foretelling pleaſures ay eopening'year'; 
: Oh how I a |. he muſt have POE eyes, © 
Who in negle&ful ſleep can thus ſurprize. + - 
Ye Gods! If in this warlike ſhape'l fi find 
to A daring courage, .and-ati aGtive mind," 
8” One that had rather Mighty be.than Ju, 
He may ſupply my Anger, and my L 
I'm of my Pageant Monarch weary grown 3 5. 
He fils my Bed as idly as the Throne., + 


: 1Scene Third; 


Exter Thoas, Iphi genia, Guards, who bind _ diſerm _ Strangers 


My deareſt Lord,behold the Strangers! here [ Seeing the King. 
| Inchanted lie, and we no more ſhall fear; 
| 1! It ſeems that they unſeen; aniongft the crowd 
This day, with us, to great-Diaza bow'd: 
Since, from the Temple they are hither br ought, 
And in the Fetters of my Magick caught. 
Iph. As I this day the holyRites perform't;* 
A Youth with ſtrange ſucce{smy boſe at, 
His Image buſie in my Heart fee}: il +7 Nats 
Guard him, you Angels, from their chad zeal * Ss 
Tho. Theſe Strangers, like dark clouds hangs re our Fate, 
Which to be ſafe we now. muſt diflipate, 
wo we mult reſolve that one of theſe atria f 
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"There, there, the Noble Youth inchanted OY SY te} 
Why would he in this fatal Country ſtay 7s ; Goa oig Taaieth _y 


I My tears and ſighs did bid him hafte a hgh 2s Poon on, - Sn 
| » Wake ! wake ! unhappy Strangers Th be th) 4 os 
F |  Onithis unhoſpitable cruel Coaſt. | F M.  EFow: :1 
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=X You muſt no more your freedom hope 1 
Than they who are Deaths p bats ls in che he 
Still one of thoſe: who touch aur barba rous ſhore, ; 
We offer to the Goddeſs we adore. ; ,.. 

" Surpris'd and bound ; come to the Altar tho 
You do but what Heayens juſtice has decreed, .. 

Tho. 1'm forc'd by Cuſtom, that ungoritten;Law, | . 
By-which the People:keep, even Kingy in awe, 
To give this doom, for which you calmly wait; 

To dy's the eaſieſt a&ion of the Great, 

Pyt. Thy Scepter Prince extends not to this pla | 
| The ſhore 15common tg all humane Race. -,. | 
# We're Princes tog above all Laws, but thoſe,,,. 
Which Heav'n, and Nature's filent Pow'rs impoſe. .. 

Tho. 'Tis by her Laws you are my: Captives now, 
For Natures Laws do all to force allow. 

Cir. Kings muſt not argue what is right or wrongs, + 
Such little Scruples to the Gown belong.” « 

Tho. This beauteous Maid is, Miſtreſs of your Fate, | 
| From her fair Mouth each muſt his Sentence wait. 
One for the Sacrifice ſhe muſt decree; 

The Rites perform'd, we ſet the other free. 

Pl. If Deathdoes in ſo fair a, form. appear, 
No Mortal ſure can its approaches fear, 
{ T thought that Death could © 7 beadreons ſhew' 
& In active Battails, in its Scarlet. 
= With eager toiles Ioft have fought | it there, 

| But find it glorious now to beg it here. ,.; _ 

| Tþ. Sir, can you die? does nqt/even Verrue dread 
*Z To reach the doubtful Manſions of the Dead > | 
' Þyl. Danger and Death in Camps I learn'd to,court, 
In Camps, where Death's rough bus'neſs is a ſport. 
Save my brave Friend; me for the Victim take, 
Whom growing worth does not ſo uſeful make. | 

- Jþb.” But whil'ſt you plead for him, 1 bluſh to fay,. 
Your Vertue leads my choice another way: 
With more ſucceſs you for your ſelf might ſue, 

Since my own Heart would joyn to plead for you, 

Pyl. That trifle, Life, I ſtoop not to deſire; ... 
Th ambition of my Pray) owl WADE, up: higher, I 
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Ib. Ask; ask apat! 
I ſhall have 1othfrrg 
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Of all, and like 
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But I would faine ex 
For, Indian-like;t Uh 
Would with the Tich 
The Ai t 
Wi all its r{ ER 
You may ak all, my 7 Heart Hood {6 ET 4) 
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That you are telefs 1 ied wail 
But Heav'n, methi Pra ade Age? : 
And told me 'twas a Crime to'gnar br 
When in the Femgle Jana day : ATION 2q e27if1 2.4 
Pi 0b dC Ars 


lf = 


Youſaw how kindly Tour faſt 
| And bade you flic, on” ba} 
The fad cffe&ts of 
* Againſt their rage I will your L 
= _ rieve I cannot ſave 
Ti Arm, arm your Ey 
"M kecwate Fierc BE 

C | Love, and your Beay y, 0 

* \_y You'l make me fear Vick vey) orien Wt orabie an cn 
8 | Where he does pr Fit and' _ yield. * Fed ve 9742 
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Sir, thou 
For you T 


And periſtrnow, ow. Cady 1 
Before PRE to their juſt ri need, 

Oreſ. Madam, ſhould 1 yourypity: cvould bs. 

If Doe Victim ſhe refuſes me. . ts 
Weary of Life, Death's ſleep 1- Jong to take, n 

| And (hall be froward, whil it I'm kept awake. - - 

| Cir. You with the m 'of Youth contend to is, | 
| From which, even Age o1d on:its crutches flie. | - 
Love; only Lov has FChedrhes enow to keep 

The Soul from coveting that tedious ſleep. 

Oreſ. Love has been {till a ſtranger to my Breſt; 

| Glory and Arms have all my thoughts poſleſt ; 

' Fame have courted as the = 

And waded to her: through avg: ofBloat 5. > - 
But of the World-I now am weary grown,.....,;.- , 
And in Death's quiet Cell would lay me down. ” - 

Tho. The bloody Queen daes in th ar. find, Objerving 
Something that troubles: her imperioutmind. ny i A; nee: Circe; 
Of all its fierceneſs the dilarmsher-Pace,- . 

She languiſhes, and ſoftens every Grace, 

Cir. They may the Pow'rof/all the World DO en Oueſt 
That bear about cer ſuch-commanding Eyes. |.,/,..,, | 
All that have Hearts.1n: your defence, will moye.... 

Under the condu&t of yiſtorious ove. 1 107 |, 

| I ſpeak too much, and-fear. my Eyes Jeclees.i. 

= Much more } Heroick Youth, you, need not fear: - 

| This tenderneſs T muſt: with bluſhes own; 

My very Heart is your Defender grown :, ®. 

And you are ſafe, unleſs the Senhiane dare; --! ! 

Aſfault a Life their JI deſigns to ſpaxe. 


. ”” Roter. Ithacus. ly 
Oh! I have talk'd, and oakley my: Heart: 1.10/16 Aide 
His careleſs Graces vanquiſh morethan Arte/;1; -/ > im (29 216 
1th. Princes be j juſt- who biRKEAOG alin eu 7 1A 
That'I can only FruitleG þ 9p; rw tie i 
Though to this Crown 4 ont}: d me; 221w : atv | fi 
I've no alliance with/its-cruelty. | EE5 Sx 97K 
Tho. Haſte to the Temple, here thegeogle wait de b DA 
In In greedy expebation of thei Fate lot 7079 bas 3rom9 von 
+} AN? &- Fs 44 2D W ; [ af M1, Firs ent. 


Death $ ſolemn bub; the 
As if 'twere buta Pagea Fr ragedie. 7 1 
Cir. The fatal choice Me erthe fol Ms, 
Whom I with Art muſt to my Party bring. 
pb. 'Twere better. Sejtti j#.did'no'God end know, 
Than oy. ts ignorance! profane itſo-' 
Me thinks ions Szercd My wv 
Should never boexpord but! to' the iſe..- 
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- Sean Fourth. 


LS ,, They! B32 p00) 
Ck Some great Dag is Itoliring in ny ind; 
Which 1s not to proportion yet 'refin'd. © 


o +4 1}. 
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One of theſe Strangers the bleſt-means ſhall be,” #185 


To make my Sor regaitt his Libert 

Tho. Effet that hSppyiOiee that Scjthia may; 
To your great Art, cternal-hoits x 
_ Circ. You ſhall know allwhen't 
Which yet-is in 
Obſery'd you him, -who with at 
Appear'd bencath ſome heavy 
His Eyes ſcem'd Sorrows 
Where it appears both terrible 96 nao Ye 

The. How ſhe deſcribes him with a warm wi hel: 
And in her thou hts ty Oey him in my fi ghr, 

Cir, Your (tri nds to- Iphigenia give, - | 
That ſhe ſhould X. thatNoble ſg ive we? 
His Life will much to-my Deſigns conduce;” : > 7 -:; 
She, for the. Sacrifice, his F hn mult chuſe. _ 

Tho. Methinks a ſecret ſympat by T find, 
By which I'm rather-to: that ent inch inclind; , 
His open,mind is aptet'ts-receive: / tO 
Any impreſſion your Deſigns Deſigns would g 6 give, 
Save him,- an upſuſpectin ts 
Th' other untraQtable, a 

Cir. Welike ex 
And each —_ oy 
eo{ oy oe and pow: IR 

thatStranger I w 
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"Ex: all but Cjrce and Thoas 
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[Afde... 


Tho. You at by odd and ocrek means, like Heay' n, 
To which a blind obedience muſt be given. 

I will refign our Fortunes to your care, 
And Iphigenia for the choice prepare. 

Cir. It will a gee n ng to my pleaſures be, 
That my own*Husband ſhould procure for me.. 
Now 4 me haſten to prepare'the place, i 
Where I my beanteous Stranger muſt embrace. 
F hope he's innocent, unpracticd yet 
In all the wicked and falſe Arts of Wit I; 
Baſhfull and'kind, I love to tame the Strong 3 
Mock the Experienc d, and: inſtruct the Young. 


Thoas alone. 


Tho. Yes luſtful Queen! my Pow'r ſhall reſcue. him; - 
By Heav'n I'm made the Pander to her crime. 
How inſolent and carelcfs.is-her.; Pride 2- 
She will not ſtoop her black Deſigns to hide 3. 
In all her Crimes ſhe would be. ſomething kind, 
Did ſhe, with-care the jealous Husband blind.,. 
In the Ele&tion;. Iphigenia's hand 
Obeys with humble Duty my command... 
Stranger thou dieſt;, it is the fate of all, .. 
Who 1n the Fetters of her fetndy fall. 


AC T1; 
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Scene the Temple of Diana Taurica. 
Tphigerria, Ofmida: 


Iph. Hat danger ſhould not helpleſs Virgins fear . 

y Y From Luft; which is by Pow'r proveenyl here, 4: 
Your Father weary of all Vertue grown, ,  .,, : 
Does now aloul. his guilty paſſion. own... | 


The Tempeſt of his Soub-does hou' £0" 4h 

; Lnaleptens Rapes and-Murder with, his HS: 
Tam a wretched Thing without: defence ,. /, - 
And flie to you the Heay'n ok Innocence, ./., 


% 


* Your Arms are pirkioicad: Gen hand; 

. You love th' oppreſt, and Chaſtity:reward. | 
' Here I will ever weeps my- Honour favez Embracing Of 
' Let meat leaſt go ſpotleſs tothe Grave. 

Oſzr. My deareſt 1thigenia\do-not weep, - 7 
Under my Wings-you«lhall fecurely/leep. 1/1 
Tho' like your congu Ang »Eyes/your ers wap 
Unhappy Virgin !fatal/{biltzo me; : + 
Since they do both with fo rich luſtre ſhine, 

That they ccliple the fainter light 'of mine. 


oy 


Scene. Second. 


Exter Ithacus. 
Approachmy Tyrant | none does Tove like e's: 
A Rivals fall others with triumph ſees © | 
But I with tenderneſs for mine can fan! bs 1b + 
And, againſt all, int her defence appear; 7264 5307) 107 ff, 
Againſt the © preſſion of my Father too, - Foil exrvhrl 26 i 
' Who would the xwine of her Fame purſue. ++ 117 1 ff 
I ph. How peaccful was this place oy you were, 
Till] at pare — AGEs le Ct 24s 7 
uick] nigat 6734. YT: 51 776135 
Th Tn roy Author of your —_— 37 como 7 
_ 1th. Rather than entertain his Love, expire 3, 
It were a Crime your ſafety to deſire. 
In this long Journey I the way will lead; 
And trace you out the path which you mult tread : 
A full reward for allmy painsT have,” .', __.. - 
If weare at laſt 2ook'y in the Grave, © 
Oſm. Ah cruel Ithacus! *twqul'd grieye me leſs, 
Should you ſuch kindneſs with your Eyes exprels; 
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Enough, one inn lance, in Love can plead I 
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Oſm. Alas! his Heart uſt how: A "Ri 
For he has lavi{l't alb that wealth'on thee, | 
And nothing, nothing does remain for me: 
Diſtreſs'd alike we all to Death: will g0o 2 
We ſhall not in Death's bleſt Dominions know 


7 The cares which mottal Lovers feel-below;: 


TIpb. Thy cruel Heart cannot ſuch goodneſs move.;z,. 


"Z Gol fora Pardbi kneel ! repent, and love. 


2% You Pow'rs! that cheriſh /Vertue, and prepare 
">> Thoſe dreadful Thunders-which the wicked fear ; 
=: Can you be never weaty to forgive 2 : | 


4 Shall this ungrateful Prinee for ever live? 


O/m. Now I muſt chide thy zeal that dares to move 
In ſo profane a rage againſt 'my Love. 


= TIcan forgive him, let us charm our rief, 


* And for our miſcries ſeck ſome relief, 
| With tender joy the King will hear me Geak ; 
Fle ſhew him the black crime! withoat diſduile, 
Kings are but bad, becauſe few dare adviſe. [4 wartial Muſicke 
ph. We have new griefs, the Martial ſounds we hear, 
Dots the fad Proceſſion to be near. 
Oſm. But common blood had yet our Altar fed, 
Which was, like that of Beaſts, unpitied ſhed.z.. 
Biit theſe brave Youths ſeem rather Deitjes, 
That might expe&, not be a Sacrifice. _ 
Iph. The ſad eleftion is already made, 
Where I, the Kin or rather Love obey'd. [Afide. + 
© The Prieſts, the Captive Strangers, and the King, OE 
& Into the Temples holicſt part we-bring ; 
I made my choice, and bade the Pophe - bind. | 
That Youth, whom for Victim Ideſign'd ; 
We ſwore our Temples Laws ſhould be fulkil d, 
And the Great Victim at the Altar kill'd: 
Of. But did the Greciats with firm Vertue wait 
The unjuſt ſtroke of their approaching Fate ?- 
Iph.” All that the Strangers did was great and brave. 
Each begg'd to die, and would the other ſave: 
My Sentence paſs' d juſt as I crown'd the: Head 
Of him who to the Altar muſt be lead. 
Cold tremblings ceas'd me, and did ſto ady breath 5 
OY! d gloomy, as the Shades of 
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And in this Trance me thoughts a Sacred Voyce, ' ' 

With dreadful words ſeem'd to:upbraid my. choices 

My Fathers reverend Ghoſt did yore $ jk # Ig 
All ſtain'd with Blood, whil {t I diflolv'd with fear ; 
It cry'd aloud, mourn __ mourn! | 


Thou haſt diſturb'd my A 


Unh 


wy 


At whic 


sin their Urne-z 


Maid! thou art about a Deed? |... / 
the Earth will groan, and-Nature bleed: . 
This faid, the angry Form diflolv'd to Air 3 | 
I fear our Stars ſome diſmal fate prepare. | 

Oz. Te from this diſmal Seexe retire, and pray 
In ſome cloſe Shade, weepirig our ſits away; ! 


. 


Scene Forth. 


_ Exter Circe. 


. Cir. Death, and confuſion! I amy loſt, betray'd, 


For ever loſt, where is this cruel Maid? 


* 


- Enter fonr Spirits. 


Perfidious King! my careleſs Spirits appear ! 

| More than ten thouſand Hells my anger fear. 

Weep Iphigenia | tis a mighty cauſe, Fe 
That from theſe Eyes ſuch Streams of Sorrow draws. 
Tpk. Ah ſpeak, what have I done, that I muſt pay 


So many Tears to waſh the 


gwilt away. , 


Cir. Luſt, Zeal, Ambition, never did incline . 
[The blackeſt Monſter to a Crime like thine. 
'Ah Iphigenia / what did guide thy hand 
To make that fatal choice? the Kings command ? 
; In theeledtion I the King obey'd. 
ir. Curſe on my Folly, weare both betray'd 3 
Know then, Oreſtes, Aganemmon's Son, #open dep 
Who rang'd about the World himſelf to ſhun. 
| That Noble Relick of thy glorious Race, 
Is by the Prieſts conducted to this place ; 
Crown'd and prepar'd to die, condemn'd by thee. 
- Jþb. My Brother! Heavens! | 9 + 


LEx..Oſm. 
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Cir. The wretched Vidtim ſee ; 


The Scene opens to the inward part of the Templez Oreſtes is diſ- 
covered crown'd, as to the smgh. na with him Diana's Prieſts 
bearing her Images, Pylades, Guards and Attendants. 


Weep tillthy ſorrows drown the World and me. 
hb Ariſe ! ariſe you vapours of the Night: 
Hide me: alas! I dread — vos: - Eads | 
Oreſ. My Iphigenia in thy breaſt receive acing. 
That rs fm which will my boſome leave. hs 
Iph. Dear Brother hafte'! from Death and me eſcape, 
Fly your ill Gemizs in a Siſters ſhape. 
wy Ah let me now expire, ſince Thave ſten 
Her for whoſe ſake I have a Stranger been 
ToGreece, and happy reſt, me thinks 'tis fiveer, 
Though we doe here in Death's ſad Region meet. 
Iph. Why did I beg of Heav'n, to ſte this hou'r ? 
Oh ! that you had been ſhipwrack't on our ſhore; 
You have eſcap'd the dangers of the Sea, 
It's Rocks and ſtormes, to periſh here by me. 
Oreſ. Weep not for me, for I deſerve no tears; 
I have out-liv'd my vertue many Jeon 5 
'Tis time that I ſhould dye: your forrow keep 
For theſe whole fall 'tis Piety to weep. 
Thank every God that in this diſtant place 
Youſaw notthe misfortunes of our race 
In Death's cold armes our Royal parents 1ye. 
1ph. Of this confus'd reports did hither flye, 
And to their facred ſhades a Tomb I made, 
Where the Oblations to the dead I pay d. 
. We muſt defraud paſt miſeries to pay 
The tribute which we owe the preſent day : 
For my dead Parents I can weep no more, 
Brother, I muſt my preſent loſs deplore. 
+ Oreſ. Do not the dying with ſuch ſorrow treat, 
For fear the World believe that Life is ſweet. 
1þph. Cities are form'd for Peace, andcivil Rule; 
Nature in Deſerts keeps a gentler School. 
No impious Beaſt preys there on his own kind: - 
Tygers the Tygers ſpare, my rage n blind, 
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All things but I her Gcred Lamg "FI pe 24T 
On my own blood my hun bl. prey ; | 
wad all ſoon be arm'd againſt your lite, 
Te officious Prieſts prepare the fatal Knife. 
Or ot Let them come on! bute're to death I £9, | 
The Will of dying Agamemnon know, 
Behold that Prince, :.., | Pointing t.Pylades. 


Ih. —— —— Still that Bo acurſt [, --. 
Twas there, alas! my he rtu's ſhipwrack't firlt: 


My better Gernizs never ceas'd to ſue, _, .. 
A thouſand other things did plead, for youz.. 
But from thoſe Eyes Love ſhot.a poyſon'd Dart, . 
All that was'good fled my infetted heart 3, | 
Nature did plead Khan Ae or Eove was there 
So loud, I could no other Suppliant hear, 
I lov'd your Friend, _ A 
Oreſ. ——ÞBlelſt be the Po 'rS FEET op 
Bleſt be your choice, and. ever. ble beLovez. | ESE os 
Blind as he is, he did moſt wiſely 1d | 
Give me your hand, — receive you ntle Arid: Fil Tph. 
Theſe Nu: tials Agamrenon ſtill deſign' .ou "(i ma 
And that laſt aſt bus'neſs to my care 9k JJ, ©. 
h. Ay me, you Gods! - i PROT Ee 
Jreſ. ——For ever happy be,. PO RE ef 
My Empire, Pylades, I leave to. theez ; Y E 
Bleſt be'thy Councels, at thy Palace Gate, 
my Vidtory with all her Trophies wait. 
ir. Think notof Dcath, allNature firſt as die, 
And.in her primitive confuſion] lic. . 


"Rvcene Sick, 


Enter Thoas and Ithacus. 


Tho. You muſt not, Iphigenia, weep alone, " 
t from the Prieſts have your ſad ſtory known x 
Let us unite our grief, unhappy Maid! 
By me and Heav'h to a-black crime betray 10 


Cir. You cheaply toi theſe Strangers- Sp LACY 


| Whom you by ſolid bounties ſhould xeli (1 af 


My Lord, what led you; to this dire iake ? 
bs _* alas! the choice Ibade you make 2 
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* Tho. His ſentence now is paſt, and he muſt dye, | 
That other Strangers may your uſe fupply. © [Pointing to Pyl, 
Cir. Alas, he cannot _ tl | 
Tho. Gods dare you proclaim 
To me, and all the World your guilty flame. 
> Thou lov'{thim Queen! This beauteous ſtranger muſt 
# Serve the important bus'neſs of thy Juſt, 
* Cir. Old men who no ſtrong proofs of Love can ſhow, 
"Z Fly to their laſt reſerve, and jealous grow, | 
**Z As lazy Monarchs, who the main neglect, 
> Think they are wiſe enough if they ſuſpet: 
. Wefrom young Lovers Jealoufie may bear 3 


A 


Jealous of ſo Divine a Good as me. 
Tph. Ah, my dread Lord! though you deny relief, 
Do not refuſe this priviledge to grief. 


* Recall thy Youth, and then preſume to be 


Goes to hneel, : 
Thoas ſtrives to .* 


Tho, 'Tis Love's, and my prerogative. to ſue, 
C take her up. 


Iph. Here I muſt weep till I have melted you; 
{ But oh! methinks thoſe Eyes do fiercely move, 
| Not with the ſoft humility of Love : - 
| Stern Majeſty fits like a Tyrant there, 
| And threatens murder, ruin and deſpair. | 
| Cir. She needs muſt vanquiſh, Love-her Standard bears, 
\nd Beauty's wondrous eloquent in tears. 
| Jph. You in revenge my Brother's fall decree, 
E Tis guilt enough to be ally'd to me': Hangs" 
ly tal pride, and my unjuſt diſdain, 
hich has beheld you figh ſo long in vain, 
Deſerves a thouſand tortures? let 'em come, 
le humbly on my knees receivemy dooms 
es, let me to thoſe cruel Racks beled, © © 
here dying Wretches'envy all the dead; 
here bloody T yrants feaſt their Tyrant death, 
| _ thals tormentsletme yield my breaths 
"And if thoſe pains too mild andgentleprove, 
Bring in the torment — Love': - 
Call Jealouſfie, and all thar' Mortalsfear, 
ZIoveat a thouſand more, and fix 'em here, 
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Bade us this day be careful in. our choice, 
re ran, molt ditmal' fate to all,” 


But ſcorn her Prayers, be deaf to-all ber vows; at 
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But ſpare my Brother. boo Pen bf 

Tho.———— Ah, that pow'r 1 want!. | 
This is the only thing I cannot grant. ' --  -.. 

Iph. Nothing, ah! nothing his fierce heart can move, 
How falſeis the Idolatry of Love?. _ my 
What adoration have you pay'd theſe Eyes ? 
You calld 'em Heav'ns, and yet .their tears deſpiſe 3; 
I doe conjure.you, by. theſe tears, by all. Je” 
That wecan tender, brave, or virtuous.call, Ne 
By your dead Mothers Ghoſt, ſome mercy ſhew.. 

Tho. T muſt be cruel ; Heavn's unerring. voice 


Unleſs that Vicim at ther Altar fall. 
1th. Let's ſcorn what e're the Oracle did ſay, o 
We ſhould no Diety, but Love obey. 4 y = 
Cir. 1f he be fav'd the Gods have all decreed: [Aſide EE 
That with: the reſt. my deareſt Son muſt bleed. : '- -- = 
But has a.Rebel . merited that name? '. '' 
Wha dares betray his glory and my fame >. 
My Sop ! by Heav'n I will diſown |my blood, 
He does degenerate by being good-: ls 2 
My high defignes his vertue eedrſeat g#; 
he vertuous Coward never dares be.great. - 
But can a Mothers Eyes behold 'him dead ?-- : 
He is my $an, and in my boſome bred. | A 
Bold Love, againft thy Life a Mather arms, --  * ++ 
And bids her ſave that Grecian by ber charms. + 
Tho. Double the Guards about the TempleGate, I 
And bring. the noble Stranger to his fate. :; ++ ' + 1 1. BY 
Cir. Compaſhon, what have I to do with thee: | d4fde. 7 
Trouble the fooliſh, and the not me. . | } 
Why do the Gods by halves let us be ill 2 -. | 
Leaving ſome goadneſs to afflict us tl. :! 2 
Iph. Here I invoke all that the world adovesz::  /',- [| Knees... // 
Ye Godsof Heav'n, and you Infernal Pawers, - ond 9721] 


- Thee, Sacred Image, and my. Father's ſhade, 
Come and behold a I 


Oppreſt with crimes, ſhe here devoutly -bows,. 


bt. > In p ages 3052 GEE. cs 59 wan he”: CO Ie death tae FR" n EPIVEES —_—_—_ a 
by wy 2% L <? wy. ISS .® [s WY __ 7 HUH ct CREST ne $525 OF > WH 5 SY £4 _ Re CO FAROE . _ py” I OY TIO _ 0s 
k p 0; -\f# 4 - mo (500 
Ed rn A rh Pg #Þ <p Tre IN 
& F: f 2 . 
be 
. p. - b 
= * 
6 - g 


If ſhe ask ought but death. 
* .Oref. — — — - Ah!Siſter, live, 
Dogot the World cf all that's, good deprive ; 
Be Virtu's Martyr, ſhould the good, like thee, 
* All covet Death, who would Examples be? 
Ib. The aQions of the living never plead, 
We envy them but Rtill reſpet the Dead: : 
T'le dye, and willa great Example ſhow 
Of what the crrivg orld to Nature owe: 
Yes, I will leave this World, where Innocence - 
Cannot be ſafe, much leſs be a defence. | 
But what's that laſting home we ſtrive to reach, 
Which our Religious Guides ſo darkly preach? [ ToPyl.. 
Pyl. Heav'n 1s a place where all are fair hke you, | 
All ſigh for Love, the Lovers all are true. 
Tho. Go ſeek a ſhade dark. as the Grave, and there _ 
Weep while this Tragick Pomp is ating here. [ Guards force away Tph- - 
Oreſ. Renown and Arms farewel z come, Prieſts:draw near, 
Prepare the Sacred Knife and-ftx it here. -. | 
Cir. Have you no mercy, Sir ? - 
. Tho. — —=My anger fly, 
Dare but weep and both of you ſhall dye.” 
Cir. His Eyes mult be echps'd, his charming Eyes: : 
Yes, my faint heart, thy Sacred Idoldyes. 
Love, thou can'ſt make all Nature bold but me, . 
What did the great. Medea- doe: for thee? - 
She loſt her Father, young Abſrtus ſlew, 
And with bold Juſoz from her Country flew. - 
T love as ſtron Wo as Medea cou'd, 
And am-as skiltul in the trade of blood x. 
* If any kindneſs of the Mother reſt, .. 
' It ſhall be quickly baniſht from my breaſt. 
Let luſt, and rage, humanity ſucceed, 
Rather than thee all humane kind ſhall bleed: - 
Inſpirers, and performers of each" ill |! *' 
Irifernal Pow'rs ! be ready to my will; 
I will the:life of my. Oreſtes ſave, b'S 
Or bury him and:Nature in one Graye: - FExit Circe. / 
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 Oreſtes goes up the Altar with Ponds Tet # an went of Pri. 
$0NG.. Oe int x 
By the Pri, 


H! Heav' ri. Fagin from: thy Starry Throu, 
| Look down on Seythia, thy voſt bet Seat | , 
- Our Arms, with Victory, and Trophies, trown, | 
Tis eaſe to be Good, when we art Great. 


;&Þ5 « - 
hl 


gy hyuir ery) gen be We. may, | |» 
. From the next ſome eaſe and Ns meet. 
That Courtier, Life, does feed 
Poor Mortals with-a hope they ſhalt ſucceed. 
We will be wiſe, and dye, prepare the ſacred niſe, | 
Farewell farevill thy valy d trifle L ife. 
- Chorus of Prieſts. ©./-, / 7, 4 Dance of 
Wornd, wound the Vidlim, pierce bis Sacred Dre, IC ombatants. 
d give his lab ring Soul eternal reſe.”. 
W ound, nouns, & | ; [ It Thanders, 


Heme they, go to kill Oreſtes, two | Drayony ” of the Earth and 
bear him away; Circe appears ina Chariot, dr rawn rby Ar 


Tho. This is the _ oh et me. reach ber hear, 


E're She delude our by 

How feeble is thy rage | DS SEED 

All hurts, but thoſe which I receaye. from. Love. 
Tho. Te find thee Sorcereſs, th 

Thengs Fg 8. 05; bony with. Cath. | 
Cir. N do'ever at bol nnive, 

And what they Foe not puniſh they ae 
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Tle fly to my inchanted. Palace, where-'- 7 Toner wort 

Fle loſe no bliſs, for any thought: of fear. [Fhes away.” 
Tho. You Gods revenge me,” Clouds ſwell big and beak; 7” 

Why does not Heav'n in rts loud” Thunder ſpeak 2 - 12! 

Meet her you Light'nii:gs, in her Magick flight's 

But Heav'n denics to do the' gy pear 

My fivelling rage, in privacy He ſhrowd, 6145 >6 

And not un-King my felf before the Crowd. [Exennt omnes. 


A QoFs IV 


Scene, Circe's Inchanted Palace, with a b-aautiful Garden, 
in the middle: is (cen the Bill Parnaſſus, on whichOr- 
pteus is diſcovered playing on his' Lute, while Oreftes 
TE fleeFng on-a Bed of Flqwers, with Circe's. Women. ' 
finging about him.. . © a 


SONG: 


Sung by Gon $ Women, 
W_ Lovers, ſigh ! 
The God of Love inſpires . 

Kind gentle thoughts, and warm deſires, © 
See |. the Winds blow, the Flowers more -- - 
'Tis Nature that does ſigh for Love. 

F I. 


* .. Hark! hark!/ the Birds! 
Alas, they do not ſing "SM 
To welcomein the beauteons Spring, . 
But in their untaught Votes complain: 
Of Lave, our: Univerſal pain. 


*& Oteſ. The dreams of Trophies, and'vidorious Armes, - , 
# Of future Fame, have not ſuch pleafing charmes. [Waking 
} Why didyou, Sacred Quire, the Dappy wake 2- * 
2X This gentle ſleep let me for ever > 
” 5 F How: T; 


F\.- 


CIROCE. 


How was1 from the fatal Altar caught, 
And:by what MY brought? 


ISI Shs Region of the Sprin 
onus. the beauties of A ora 
Sure I am dead; and theſe delicious ; things 
Are the divine rewards whick Virtue brings: 
In the cool ſhades of this eternal Grove -- 
"The Hero reſts from' all the paines of Love. 


Scenes Second, 
Enter Citce. 


Cir. The feel of yauth, and ever blooming Spring, 
The joys of Plenty, Peace and Health I bring 3. 
F or;:Love, and. all his ſoft delights preparez 
| BeKind as unex rienc'd Virgins are. 
> Oreſt. SureT have ſeerr before that lovely Face, 
Br fair! are you'the: Goddeſsiof this place? : 
ſome dead. Lover doom'd to wander here, 
For Deaths calm Manſion theſe freſh ſhades appear. 
- Cir. TI am a Mortal by the Powrs above, 
'  Placd hereto teach the gentle arts of Love. 
Oreſt. That Tyrant weeds to chuſe no other Eyes; 
:When he would triumph o're the brave and avile. 


She' D killing fair, 
Cir. ——- Hero! I come to blame 


Thy wild ambition, and'thy thirſt,of fame; 

Nature did Youth for ſofter things defign, 

For love and pleaſures; and in Courts to ſhine. 

Your Warlike Trumpets ſtill ſo loud have blown, 

The gentle voice of Love was heard by none. 

5 ox your En igns, reſt from tailes of War ; 

Come thinbart in the boſome'of the fair. -  _ 

Ore/. Butmuſt not Youth aſpire to that renown, - 

With which the War does daring Valotir crown ? 
Cir. Young Souldier! go, 0 're-runthe World with Way, 

Seek ev'ry place where Death and dangers ar | 

A brave yer you at laſt return, 

Whoſe fatal wed ranotr rn m ire No! 
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Cir. Beauty ador'nd with'all it's arts wplcaſe 
Little —_—— _— w-_ a9 
Prepares, Heroick Youth, delightsfor t 
Sweeter than Triumph after Vitorie. - 

Oreſ. In what vain Miſts all the Ambitious move! 
There is not any Solid good, but Love. 

Cir Can all the Laurds of a'bloedy Field, 
Such pleaſures as a ſhowy boſome =_— 
Behold a Melting faire with ps 
Who fighs, and _ whoſe ts Bo doe gently riſe; 

With open armes, that o_ Love does meet, 
And bids him bold] ay ri e every [weet. | (Huproty Oreſtes] 


LI 


Sg O N G. 
= Circe's Women. 
L 
es 15cm Phan, rove the bh F to taſte, 


ill deny d, 
He Frruggled. hay: Pee outh at laſt 


Lay panting ? her ſide. 
. IL 


Vſeteſ be lay, Ldby would not wait 
Till they could both agree, 


They idl Lenguilh t in debate, 
Wie = ena aive be. — 


4 | Tr2)" __ 


Atleſ come ruin me hbe-cry 'de 
And ther' there fell a Tear, 

Fle in thy Bre tuſhes hide, 
Doeall that Tug ns fear. 


"IV. 


Oh! that 4 coll Lov is rite perform 
ky pa) by 
-y cone uy s but fore, 
"Hot Pied and ine | 


AhmAB. 


' Oreſ. How faſt ig» nin ty ag lovet; 
More fiiftly than Y paenLmaveer:. ME be 
Armies when they | 1 un Aol » EE mores 
And fearful grow, melt not (0;faſt away WY oeto 
Beforc the Foe that puſbes-on the day... |: Ys 

Cir. We ſhould improve.,what:does.ſo linde laſh, | 
We flow (alas) bur late, ang ebhitoo faſt,.;,, | T lis no 


Alte £ Sho; FO 4 


| Orpheus Jnges H 18 
Nhvememy Lat, inths ſome eſe Lf, 


| Euridice. is \dead; ( 
And to that —_— Country fled 
Where allis jad, and gloomy, as my mind. 


IL 


The world has nothing worth: a 6D care, 
None now by Rivers weep : 
Perſe, and the Exte are both afteeps' -\.( F 
Al, women now are falſe, and few are fare; | 4 


111. 


Thy Srepter, Zove, ſhall ore' the Aged be 3 © 
Lot eek Dave ans 
For all our Yowth will guard their hearts, 
And Scorne thy fading Fir tanghs __ ave. 


LV. Ath 4 » A 0 OH 
Beanty the Thracian Touth 110 more ſhall an move, 
Now they ſhall ſigh no more, 
But all my noble Verſe adove,” © 
It has more graces than the Rueew 474 £508. 


A oft Symphony, 
The Heavens open, Cupid deſcends wpon Pernaſls, and ſongs, 


Cup.) JOw avll. 7 - Fug world/ that Hone ld move 
H ſeof 31a s 
The bad are of under teares . 


again but the guilty ſpares. 


þ; \ Morlortajrdbaorbn lt Irs 16 
Gal bu ebes' cod 1 120 
meV; "10 ic) 
they Hot fv 1 
How rk = mbble wleryy ous prox 
@ D115 013154 3 7 : 
Hark, bark! jor Bulls and? Berecitithiany Por dc _ | 
Thet Thraced Feaſt #5 Bdochus does $aftos 
"The aginy Buecarlhavrinh il Fe bIS-H98 110 | 
They fad revorge 6 and Ih Lebol all, - | ro] 
Tf "I #Y7TI1 IO 7 3 i Bon Barchnas 
So1g/by the Barbee, || th9s 7 _ 1; 
\ (0 TIRE 07 R3 
mM all the Bexls with Sprghtly Vine 11; ). 
Mew viſe : And let the <8 pg ER 
en viſit now, are | 122077 
Talk mich: *7 ans think,» | 
Sure theſe follies onrifex: might claime arthnr due. 
Since mankind mordaches 
-. Or our ſmall/Debanches, \ | 
New manly delights let the women purſue. 
This comfort poor enchalded Ladies did find, 
To drown in full Bowles, 
The cares of their. Sords,. - 
When the husband is falſe and the Gallant unkind. 


Chorus. Ir empty Beds we abſent f Favs mourn, 
There ſits the man that does our Empire ſcorns ' |)» 
ro prbrs rod Sear; th 17 4G b3liits yn 
Warm ſwelling Breaſts and ageing 281] x4\5" 
Make ready yon. Davts,\and a meth fl flimggo10) | 
| Let him dye, to his ERnnes wc Fay wies d fg. 


T: 


bagrao 1woy vd 191 ns amor "6ci ors 37: 


They fling their datkn.gf: Orphenyj who falls Wead, 4 hs "oj 
ids ther rn Fe = by 14 


Tiga ad mon I ig o: 


Onſ. Armes, a all warlike toile forgotten | | 
Thou ſoft inchanter, Love,/Fle follow thee 5.31 6! 1! 11, 
Let my luxurious Eyesfurvay eactrGracezony T2 1h fl 
Deyour the luſcious beautics op this face, { Lodking on br er 


On ab $rrvp wel yore way 
There let us fill with o———_ TIL 
Whatever Youth ran wad Age! would ny \ 
And when\weangin tn hits take, |; 
Muſick, : eh," out Courage wake. | 
Ore. Behold the + nanquit'd with fierce deſire 
$0 unfre aented ſha pairs.retire 7. "oy 
1ey.melt, whillt Youth: renews with haſte 
quet, greedy Love, devoures 
Shall we leſs eagerly to. pleaſures run 
Ah! pity me, Our enough have dons: 
Cir. But will you il be ew. ay or avray 
Thoſe other Idols you did once obey? - , 
Oreſ. You ſhall my heart without aRival —Y 
And I will bodhote'conſate\ than\the-oidy +.) - 
Cir. To ſome dark Grotto: let-us then: repai 
; Love and my bluſhes fear the open Mn Nx 


| "Scene Third,” 
7 Thmiers, 


| Hot a Spirit. | - 
Spir. Guard you the ever. gentle God of Loves 'F 


The King affiſted by the-pow rvaboye,.: 0 hart, 


Aided by Veſta, has ioly'd your charms) -- ALE 
And'comesto force-you from + Lovers ans. 
Fiercer than Thunder-is his. jealous rage... 

Your life alone his fury can aflwage. 
Fled are thoſe os han, which by your command, 


In dreadful: ſhapes) didnt the Entrance ftand;-: hn TA! Tay 


Fly; og has &'your'Palace now -\: -.:\ 

= texger Clouds, conceal'd from humane view 3 
all: are vaniſh't, a diforder'd: 3 

wil bring him mpg rankeries nya e225) 


phe 7 IRON J ; : 
Cir. In vainthe Tyrapr- does. my Werperſus. euCiz11213] 


ag wanlaboſbat by but? in yOu; 
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| Oreſ. From your Sweet breaſt -all ſence of fear remove, ]._ -- 

| Let naught inhabit there, butjoy and-Love-//- + 

| This Sword T but for your proteQtion wear, [ Draws]. 
How weak whole Armies of the jealous are ? | 
Compar'd to Lovers when they beauty guard. 

| Cir. This tenderneſs alas! excuſe in'me-/. |, _.. 

* I dare notlet you fight for vidtorie, //+ --/ ©; "AAR to 

s ſecret Covert ſtay, ;;, $Goes to, put bing. inn 


Arbor. | 


A ng ap 

= Spirits atered! = , T 
(-: my ts appear, who force. Qreltes into the Arbor, _  - 
From banefull Weeds oather the falling Dew; {[ To the: Spirits. 
: My charmes are finiſht which I muſt renew. , og 
+ Circe, this day for mighty ills prepare, 
| Be bold as man, crucl:as Women are. 


Scene Fourth, 


Enter Thoas, his Sword. drawn, Guards. 


| Tho. Where have you plac'd this Lover by your. charms? -, _, 
| Or is he quite difloly'd within your Arms?) | 
* Tremble, your fate is written in my brow, 
And Hell refuſes'to prote&t you now : =” 
Z Prepare a Thouſand torments'to. receive, 
' More Hells than _—_ or-conſcience give, 


you grow weary of the Throne... .; : ,; ..: 
| Or, like adeity, can rule alone; Love mos 
|} Who but the mighty Circe can. oppote 70 
= A rapid torrent of invading Foes? + 
Your Coward States-men-do alt: danger ſhun, , 
And from the Empir'es Helm intempeſts-run:. 


Cir, Kill me, 


Their eons Senates 100, blotigprotrac;/ WOT mo1T x0 
and valiant have[no'tms'to- Wy ic dr in *4gr _ 


Han ie: oy I alone can/bgo17 1: 
rw uick to a&, but quicker'to foreſte-- 
' Kill the Prote&'refs of your Life'and ty 
I fear not, and, perhaps, :deferve-my' Fate: !>i» 
The..1 muſt this Victim to 1 uri roy _ 
Thowgh I rmy Throt, and-all the Empire ſhake,” 
Cir. But will the Senate your Tevenge Mlojed - 


To thoſe advifing Tyrants yon muſt"bow, 
They, like the crowd, are manag'd by the wilds 


Back'd with their Fadtions;\I'thy. rag E deſpiſe; 
Tho. IT have no rage; yourByes about in tiene: 
Such pow'rfull Guards, you! need no danger for. 
Your Crimes 'G 
Would weary a forgivin God, but you 
Can all my anger with a look ſubdue: | 
Now you my weakneſs, 'and your Empire know,/ 
Brave all'my rage, arid {till more/guilt grow.” 
'Tnjure your King, but not what: we adore, / 
Oreftes to the Sacrifice reſtore. - 
ir. Thoſe ſervile Flatterers who to Thrones reſort, 
To catch at empty bounties of a Court, 
Are leſs the Slaves to intereſt and Gain, - 
Fawn, and diſſemble lefs than OTE 
Leave to your guilty Miniſters of State, 
That ſervile cunning to diftemble- hates -/ 
As boldly as a God revenge purſue, 
In that revenge be as impartial; 0d. +! ;;-4 4-1-7 
Tho. No, no, falſe Queem;Lown: yourBycebavecharms,, 
That ſoften all my rage, andbhunt.its Arms, -:.,, 5 rg 
[Though than the Wind you more unconltant Koko wo Th | 
Thou h you'r unkind, and falſe, you ſtill axe; FIR, of 
w weak your paſhan: 18:2 how and TORE 
My Lord, 1 ant CR: belies cheſs Tun, Ton 4 
I cati, (though you are Criminal ) appeaz!,,  ..... foreignp ES AC 
Spotleſs as firſt created Angels were, - ., S it $4 
I ſaw you did to {ptigenia gi give © >, 
The Tribute whic my Secpbeane rei, 


2 


CT'RCE.. 


And then would puniſh you by: Jealeuſie, 16 vv 
For all the Tempeſts yow-had-raigd 11 AF Þ b'v: Þ = 
And did preſerve the Grecian Prinee by Charms,” 
| Not to have Him, but You'within:my Arms. 
| Tho. Wethink it mcait blindly to believe 
| Thoſe pious falſhoods we from Prieſt receive. 
' Faith is Religions happy Lethargy,'\ - !: 
The doubting Wiſe we. brand: with Herefie 
Husbands ſhould more than the Religious ſtrive, - 
Blindly to truft, and blindly to beheve. 
: Be falſe till you have weary'd Humane kind, 
Je think you true, and ſtill be ſafely blind. 
Cir, If you an humble ſufferer wa grown, , 
I all my Love and Innocence diſawn. - | 
> The impotent and jealous I prefer - 
> To the infipid Husband that can'bear's 
** That blood in jurious to your honour ſpull,-- 
2 If you believe her falſe, your-Circe: Rally; 
2 But witneſs chaſter Pow'rs! Lani/not ſo, 
: I could not bad by your example grow. +: 
' Tho. How blindly. we believe when Beauty pleads: 
> Which to its ſnares the rough and cautious leads. 
To his juſt Fate the Greejavr: Prince geftores.! 
You ſhall be true, for le ſaſpe@timo mote... 
| Cir. My Lord, I will, and the'nexr riſing Sun: 
{Shall ſee that Sactifice of horror done: 
= Oh Sacred Bow'r'! unfold thy leafie Arms, 
I Z t And be no more proved: by _ Citnncy 


" The Bower opens; Dei aan, ont, "who hr 
feiz/d by the Guards. 


E Tho. Golead the guiley Traytor to his Fate, -[To the: Gates. 
| But e're you givethe blow-my ſignal wait 5” FOR led ont 
| Empire has taught me-many Arts, 'butiyou'{'' | | 

E Have poliſh't what the Throne bur «1 drew Wor 

SH _— than Cowards when forlife they 
= Imfalſe as Beauties ſhares, as falſe as LO 
- Where is your boaſted Art-whom' ſir nor DOWN v2 
The wiſe 4 guilt never ſhould i6-"eaaiagg 
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From Love, at leaſt, you-might have learn't the art 
To have preſerv'd that Idol of your Heart; 
Under the Wings of Love he fafely lay, 
Revel'dall night, and ſported all the day 
But now lyes naked to each ſtormy Wind, 
Of which Ten Thouſand wrack the jealous mind. 
© Cir. This noble jealoufie for ever ſhow, } 
It ſticrs Love's dying Embers tillehey glow; : 
Love would without it dull, and lazy grow, # 
. As Churches, whom no Hereticks oppoſe, 
Ruſt into ignorancefor want of Foes. 
The Region af your Boſome pleaſes me, | 
Though rough, and ſtormy, like the North it be. 
Tho. Damn your falſe ſmiles ! Tle from their poiſon flye; 
Underthoſe Flow'rs, Adders and Scorpions lie. 
What kindneſs in my Boſome can there be, 
For ſuch an open Proftitute as Thee? 
Cir. -Alas! you men are artfal to deceive : 
And our week ſex is cafie to believe - 
The inſtruments of your tyrannick Pow'r, 
Poſlefs him now, what would your fury more > 
Tho. His blood, his blood ! triumph my Fury! now, 
Exalt with joy thy bold victorious brow ; | 
And, by'the Gods ! he ſhall not fall alone, 
You ſhall for all your mighty ills atone. - 
Death does not deal with more of humane kind, 
You kiſs and breath no more thrn evr'y Wind. t 
Your Charms and Perſons lay whole Kingdoms waſte, - -- 
New Autumn Plagues do not deſtroy bt. 
Come every Ghoſt} whoſe bloods'for vengeance call, 
My murder'd Honour, fee thy Vittim fall ! 
Cir. Nay then 'tis time to throw off all diſguiſe, 
Thy poin en wet Man TLabig; F<. 
Know that I'yet have Magick fpells, which you, | 1 _ 
| Withalltheforce of Heav'n, flull oe re-undo. URS aff 
I faw thy arts, and did the Prince reſtore, 
To mock thy anger, and torment thee more. TRIO 
Tho. Oh Infolence ! my Guards, whereare you? flie ! |. { Z} 
Bring back the Stranger, ſhe ſhall ſee himdye. [Exennt Guards 
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Cir, How like the Love of thy declining age! 
How boaſting ! but how feeble isthy rage? - + 
Prince without Pow'r! go languiſhin deſpair, 
Ridden by all : off mw 
1hy Favourites, and impos don by the fair, 

Brav'd by the guilty, all my Crimes I owne, 92] 

He ſhall ſucceed thee in my Bed, and Throne: X, Zater Guards 

Thou ſhalt by Treaſons fall. with Oreltes. 
Tho, — Furies aſcend / 

And to my rage your flames and Scorpions lend. 

Cir. Appear all my infernal Guards ! appear! 

And let no mortal Pow'r invade us here. $7 Thunder hey 
| Spirits appear, 
ZTho. Die,dic! Adulterer ! to torments goy 

See if theſe Treaſons you can a& below, [Offers to ki Oreſtes, 


SCENE Fifth. 
Enter Ithacus, who thraſts himſelf before the «| Thunder and 
Kipg juſt as be has reach d Oreltes, Spirits, 


'  Zth. Hold, 7hoexs, hold! let not your Sword deftroy 
All that the World ſhould covet to enjoy. 

Mankind, and Heav'n this Boſome mutt defend, 

Your Daughter's Life does on his Fate depend : 


= Divine Ofmids is a Captive made 


& Tothe fierce Greeks, and their revenge betray'd g 
& They trac'd her to that ſolitude, where ſhe 
= Sought peaceful hou'rs, from noiſe and pm free; 
& Her Guards were few, and thoſe but ſlightly arm'd, 

| They yielded ſoon, and ſoon the Town alarm'd: 

E With all the Wingsof gratitude 1 flew, 

* And fromthe Cittadel your Forces drew. 


& But Oh too late, e'reIcould reach the ſhore, 


The Royal Virgin to their Fleet they bore. 
SCENE Sixth. 
Zo themIphigenia «nd Pylades: 


" 42h. Heav'n does Force and Tyranny declare 
| Againſt poor Virtue, making _ War. ; 
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Die, Princeſs } OrC auds's death/prevent, HD) | 
Brother ! Your Greciezs have a Herald ſent * - [7s Ores. 
' Who from his Bark, to the expeQing Crowd - {41 
Theſe words of horror did pronounce aloud : | 
Know cruel Scy:hians, if our Prince muſt bleed, 
A black Revenge the Grecians have decreed, 
Toout ſad Coyntry we at leaft will boaſt, *- 
To 9r-rr_g ax her murder'd Hero's Ghoſt. ' © 
This ſaid, he haſtily forſook rhe ſhore : 
The Princels all with fitent grief deplore. - 
Ores.. Have I'nottaught that Love is'our reward, 
And that all Warrioursare'but Beauties Guard: 
Gochide their-impious rage, and bid 'em be 
Careful of their renown, and not of me : 
Bid 'em the Princels to this place convey, | 
But at her feet firſt weep their crime away. 


ne hb nnd4 > 1: $QENE Seremb.c.. 
= iv, ©  Tothema Prioff, © + 
Prieſt. Thoas !: your Daughter will:notfall alone, 


; th Enemic%in view. 


Fa 


1 humbly creep'to me, 
I muſt the Guardia mpire be. ; 
where 1 1 hae 


Noiſeleſs, as Planets, there we move in peace, 
The pains of wounded Honourthere ſhall ceale. 
In ſtorms of Fealouſie we arernot toſt, 66 ] 1-4 
No Empire there, no Daughter can be loſt. | | 
7th. Heneeds muſt fink beneath this ANg0y weight , 
Pity a King at the laſt Ebb of Fate. i 7 oCirce : 
Swiftly my Tears, as his Misfortunes, flow, - - 3 
Some grief to Tyrants, in diftrels weowe', Corey: 
Apply loft cures to-his afflifted mind , 
Gentler than Heav*ns, let him your anger find. 
Prieſt. Unle(s the Gods a Kingdom do unite, 
In vain the wiſe conſult, and valiant fight. 
While theſe ſad diſcords:do.her Entrails tear, 
A Forein Yoke poor Scythia needs muſt bear, 
7th. Madam, Will you behold your Countrey fall? 
To you, our Gods, and we, for ſuccour call, ' 
Our Gods, and us,the Grectans Captive make ; 
Raſh and luxurious Princes cannotſhake 
A Throne fo much, bur you can fix itfirait , 


Forgive the King, pity the ſinking State.. - 
Cir. Tam your Heav'n - when you your ſafety doubt 


And your afli&ions make you all devour. 
His Freedom, let the Grecian Princereceive, ' 75. 1/7 
 Thereſt to Fate, and my witecondu@leave.. © i! 11 
| 27ho. Curſe on thyArtsÞ and donbly curs#he be, 1G 119 

| Who firſt debas'd the World:to:Policie-; - | 

| Revenge, the Gods donor the Beaſts deny, Te 
| Tigers, and Wolves,are greater chan l. 
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Go to his Grecians, let theiPrince! be: bh Ys 
| I will go nd ſome eaſe among the dead. :d[ Exit OT 


SCG ENE Eighth. | 30 £1 
Guards got to lead off Oreſtes, Circe fops FR ”; & #1, an 4 . 
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Cir, M Dear, muſt accuſe yo iley haſte, 51 Moor 
== Love - My Dear,Imuſt accuſe your gui f ; 021 Mnf, 
= NoSigh, no Tear, not any'tender word; | 205131402 | 
' Not one kind lookarpartinig you afford.” 13547 
' _ Ores, I dare not 0k, een Thar. 0/1121 0 
* _ A ———— is oF fat "d2int id wo 
W 1191491 U G1UtH 


U-narur 'd Wiſdom proudly ſits above, 
And cenſures all the tenderneſs of Love.. . 
In ſecret I can weep and ſigh Es p 
And be of all Love's little follies pro Po J 
But would. notſhew my weaknets-to he Crowd. 
. Gr. Thecenlures of the Envious Worlddeſpiſe, 
It is beneatha Lover to-be wile.. * 
Ores. Let us. our ſelves in ſome vaſt Deſart hide, 
Where Love ſhall triumph over all my Pride. 
There Ile. chaſtiſe each glorious manly thought, 
Naked, and bound they ſhall toLove be brought. 
- . GO "No, in that Deſart I alone muſt mourn... 
For you. are going, and will ne rereturn. 
_ To the embraces of ſame other fly, 
I never willicomplain, but gently dy. 
Oxes.. Here I can ftay and at your feet expire, 
But my fierce Souldiers carry Sword and fire. 
To all your Cities, by wer lead, 
And Deſolation through your Empire ſpread. 
Cir, Gocalm their rage [/Feeps. 
There's an ill bodeing Omen in my Feats, | 
Love has a Thouſand vainand idle fears. 
Like little States-men ever-troubleſome.. .. 
Uneaſic,and fulpefing all to-come. 
When y you your Ships and Warlike hs ſee 
Alas, you will no more remember me. 
Oh hear not Fame nor your Ambition: plead; | 
Perhaps they would again your Youth- miſlead. 
You are Love's Convert now, and muſt be goods 
Taſte ſoft hts, and thirfnomore for-blood. _. 
Ores. Te reft from War, but emommpanh we muſt fight © 
Fs haſe eaſe, and to ſecure delight ;- 
Camp muſt hover till, about. _ _ 
om ers dwell, to keep the Jealous out.. 
When Nature is wound 
Expecting Bliſs none ſhould he d her hopes deftroy, 
bs Fear cx < amey ms wn 
not the Jealo a, you be ſecure. ; 
Be you bur Rabel fil, and crate ; 
my care 
[| Sil undiftar d retreat mu yen 6 
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| Of purer Clouds Love ſhall a Palace build, 

= Which the brightSun with Morning Beams ſhall guild- 

= About it Groves, where Nature ſhall be ſeen'; _ 

Still charg'd with Sweets, and ever dreſt in Green, 

There wele taſte ſilent Joys and calm delight, . [Shovting within, 
Ores. Farewel,.alas I muſtno longer ſtay, 

| The Tyrant bus'neſs haſtens me away [Circe weeps. 


2X Who linger ſtill behind, ah do not mourn, 


T'le take the Wings of Love and trait return. 
Cir, Alas you. will not. 
Ores, By thoſe Eyes I will. | 
Cir. A Thouſand tender fears afMlict me ſtill, 
*Ruine and Death the ſullen Starrs foretell, 
And this appears to be a laſt farwell. ; 
' Your Greeks will force you from the Scythian Shore,. 
And I ſhall never, never ſee you more. 
*But fear no ſtorms, for thovgh you prove unkind, 
'And leave ſad me to langwih here behind, 
'Tle court the Seas, and flatter ev'ry Wind. . 
;To the Sea. Gods I will devoutly pray,. 
© That to ſafe Ports they may, your Fleet convay 
& To flowry Coaſts, where you ſhall happy be, « 
{7 Unleſs ſometimes you ſigh and mourn for me. [Fxennt ſeveraly,. 


___ ACT Fifth. 
SCE NE, 'Some publick Place of the City. 


Circes Forr Maids, 


1: Maia, FF" He Moon and Stars give but a ſickly light. 
2 Ma. Birds of ill Omen hither make their flight. 
3:44, Much blood the fiery Queen deſigns to ſhed. 

4 Ms, Oreſftes from her luſtful arms is fled.. _ 
1-414. Her bright allurements did his Youth betray. 

2 Ms, Careleſs in her inchanted Groves he lay. 

3 Ma, From thence his Grecians did their Leaders force. 

4 48, And now they all to 2rgos ſteer their Courſe. 

1 Ma, 
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1 Ma. She with the'Octanand the Wits does treat. 

2 Md.\To raile up Roimsund wrack the Grevian Fleet. 
3 Ma. Where e rodhoveet, infectious vapours rife. 
4 Me. She breaths deſtruQion blaſting with her Eyes. 


Scene Genoa Enter Circe.. 
one, he's 2] See with what ſullen pride 


His api ons on thefmoorh Ocean ride : 
The quiet Waves an awful filence keep ; 
The dreadful Winds in their deep Caverns ſleep: 
All crimes are ſafe, how TO Es Seas appear : 
| Andyet there is a perjtir'd Lover there: Pride 
Falſe Men come learn ofthe ynconſtant Wind; © og 
Learn of the Seag, nay learn of Woman kind ; 
Weandthe Wind karl boaſt that weare true: 
Fix'd as the Poles.compar's to faithlefs Jo. , 
x Ma, She ro eternal ryine : Duke apac | 
2 _ Woſhall this day with migtit hich Brace: "REP 
3 44, End, end as nob asthou hz al beguii: 2 
Sea Thing s of deep horror ſhall t nisn it be done, | CE 
Cir. Sink him ye Winds, 5 Ships ye ad Og Dry -' -. M 
Oreſtes, My Or eſtes, ah retu | 0 
Ruin! Ex =y as FIVE Mſl yer | 27 | 
_ ent a nat ben ne IL. _ 
y dol ſpeak to him that cannot hear, 
Nor! will the! Winds my Q es mY bear: : 
Cruel Oreſtes whither dolt thou flie ? © 
Falſe Man rettmn; Rtayzits {andre medic.! / MA22 
1 Maid. Do not th'infernal Powr's your quarrel own. 
2 Mas, Think you their Wialieets unaRivegrown. 


3 a. Dread Poet ind VENSEANCe are 3/Qu Pleas 'c St to, take. | 
; | d $4 Iet | 


Cr I can flo mar 
My miſtick ge 
ce the Gods have n 
ws forſaken. and be 'by z 
_Eviamy hah Volunded, 
CE hogs WhiC ray againlt 
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| The Rebel on the adyerſeſide nid (or ls 6 0494); init 
| Aydingthatfaithle(s Gredininhbisdight, - 1 L111») 


| * Scene Third. 


Enter Ithacus brought in wounded with ſeveral © 
 Souldters,, © q 


x 44. Here he is come'your pardon to intreat, 
2 Ma. And then expire contented at your' feet. 
= Cir. Ah why muſt I that fatal object ſee ! 
Z I have no leifure now to weep for thee. 
= 4th, Forgive me, Madam,'that my Sword I drew 
2X To fight for them, who-were condemn'd: by: you: 
EX Bur all that I have done was in defence, | 
= OfVirrue and afflicted Innocence. 
+ Her fears did wretched /phigeniz bring 
E To me for ayd-againſt the luſtful King. 
| The bloody Tyrant had deſign'd that ſhe 
| The Victim to his dire revenge ſhowld be: 
| His boaſting rage proclaim'd th'intended Rape; 
{ Then I did fight to purchaſe her eſcape. M7 
' - Cir, Aficted Beauty, you did bravely aid, -/: 7 


a" 


& But by your vertue weare all betrayd.//! - .- 417 199 1 + 1 1G 
| That Traytor help'd his Enemies, and you, - $ -09 "oy no 10 the” 
ts ey 


E By your baſe Cowardile betray'd me too... ere \7/ 
Which of you all Renown with danger ſought, ...! ..'; | 
Like gawdy Warriours of the.Court you fought,/'; |. . 
| We all are ruin'd by your baſe;retreat.y ;! [tbe 11s nh 
FX The death you fear'd:you'ſhallin tonments; meect,-! {11:17 7 +: 
ZAnd RebelIwill ſmileroſeethee bleed;: C7 - 4 1 4 248 + 
© May'ſt thou thenceforth only the Factious lead, ; - 1430 
{And may thy Councels&ver be betrayd; 15 1) {io 2 A 
4 Give ftiilk goo@Ofders, and be ere abey'Þ-.- 1 hoe oils val 
1 Andin thy a oro or ilguorgd? m0 ond lod MSM 
May all the Laurels thou hift-toyÞd farkongs i: Geo wn vo 
| Be raviſh'd from thee to adorn the young. frat 017 
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. The Spirits therea a nigiacki hs i ll, 

% y Struggle a little, bat at-laftmuſt/yialdi»+ i) 11, ie” vs 

Cir. Oh, ſtay brave Youth ! See how my anger dies, 

And Nature is criumphantiin my 4s | [ II eeps, 

Alas ! he's gone | 

He ſet out early, and did nobly.x run.: 

Honour's great Race, Oh ! that the World were done : 

My M. 3. proſpers;heark}'rhe/Heav'ns perform $Storm wirhiy, 

A dreadful Juſtice, Grecian, dread this Storm ; 7 hunter, 8c. 

Tremble to hear the in. Hoang rore ; :: 

Revenge and Death attend thee on the Shore.{'7, 0 one of the Nymphy, 

Flie to Oreſtes,/ mount the ſwitreft Wind, ' 

Wirh frenzy and w ld rage infet hismind: : 

Tormeat him till afreſh —————- {7 "wat 404in, | 

Work on-my charms, let's to my: Cave retire, - : 

And there ogainſt the World and Man conſpire. $ Exeunt Circe., * 
| 0 Cand the Maids, 


SCE « Fourth. | 
Emir Oſinida, led in by two Women. 


Oſm Do wethenall a fruitſulels homage pay ? 
Heav'n will not hear a harmileſs Vi Tags 
There was'no Saint among the be 
 Wheminthy cauſeI did not hourly move... 
I hop'd the Idol of my hearr to ſee, by 
And mov'd theGreeks by Tears to ſet me free: 
From them and Death how-gladly did Ifly? 
once myſt are mething more than ye," 
es are {hut 'Etrernal 
Wake! De Ses career cs th 
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Such and ſq fair as you from Heav'n deſcend, 
' And on the thoughes of dying Saints attend, 
Peace and Forgivenelsin their looks they bring, _ 
| Andround their tan, Hymns of triumph ing. 
Ofzs. No, no, I come like a Religious Spie 
Todive into your thoughts before you die. 
Whea Death approaches, men begin to fear, 
And will the preaching of Religion hear : + 
| Come, your vain Idol you mult caſt away, 
Tome and Truth your laſt deyotion pay : 
On faithleſs /phigenia think no more, oo 
4th, $468 _ aps wer 0 left the ſhore 
Flying; unhappy Me, | 'dindeed;, 
And Wert a little when ſhe ſaw me bleed, 
Oſm. How ill is all my tenderneſs repaid; *=—=__ 
| Your dying thoughts court that ungrateful Maid ; © 
Forgetting wretched me, 1s nothing due 
| To wR 0 kindly comes to die with you. 
th, Oh fairO/mids here 1 _— own 
| Yourgoodnels is at laſt victorious grown. 
If Nature could my leaſe of Breath renew, 
I would imploy it all-in fighs for you. 
| All my devotion has4ill now bin blinds «7 
| In you Love's true Divinity I find. + a ng: 
| Ofm. Now youare kind, nor havel vainly pray'd ; 
| All my-paſt miſeries are more than payd, 
AndI am happy, Lovers think they gain, 
| To have an hour of Joy for years of pain. 
| We havegno need of life, come let us go, 


= And.ſeek the melancholy ſhades below : 


* Herecruel diſcord, noiſe, and bus'neſs reign ; 

* . PoorLovershave no leiſure to complain, 
No time to figh, wee'le chooſe ſome fitent Grove, 

+ There tell fad Tales of unſucceſsful Love : 

| Ra ob { amongſt thoſe Stories there is none 

 Wiltprovefo full of ſorrow as our own, _. | 


7th. Along farewell, oh may you freſhly bloom, 
When I ſhall lie and wither in the Tomb. 
I hope the blond in chace of Glory ſhed, Pg an 
Will reft and never plead againſt the dead. © | © [P#. 
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>" Of. Who ſhall be mourners, w 


among the dead; el [Oſmida de; 


- .. SCENE Fifth... 


r #74, Sure now the World will beafraid of light, 
And wiſh to mourn in everlaſting Night : .. - 
Dire things are done, the GrecienFleetis loft,,  _ 
Shipwrack's by Magick on the Scythian Coalt. m_ 
2a, Revenge and Love zhe huſtful Queendivide ; - 
Her tender thoughts ſhe ſtxives in yain to hide : 

Amid'ſt her rage, revenge and melting tears, 
In all his Spoiles triumphant Love 4 * pat We 

3 4a. Yet her great Mind does for revenge prepare; 
Here we muſt wait, her charms have ſeiz'd 4 ok aire,,. 

Their force Oreftes does ah ken how "26 
Hither he moves, mad as the Northern Wind. 
SCENE Sixth, -.. ft 
£mer Oreſtes mad. - [Storm here. 
, Ores.. By Heav'n my Prayers ſhall ne're this ſtorm Sppvele, 
Fight, fight ye Clouds againſt the foaming Seas. F Srorm and: | 
Blow on, blow on, why ibould the ſenſeleſs Wind, 2 25 htning,' 
Or the Wilde Ocean be to Vertue kind, x Cave of the God of 


Whom-many rougher Stormsat Land purſue, & $9, with bin, 


Be loud thou Tempeſt and diſturb the deep, _ | [Lond form» 
will be calm as Infants when they fleep. © [Sirs down, 
1 #74, Begin the deadly charm.ſo Planets move. $7g act han 


.2444, And thus the. ill eyents conſpire above. 


* 


3 Ms. 


* < 
» + 
b- 


=: _OAPRYE Fr 
3 M44, Prayr's andodd Numbers words.of Myſtiek ſound, 


"Is © , ” 


4 Mas. Devoutly we pronounce, and walk around. 
All. Aſcetd, aſcend, aſcend! thou God of lleep, 
1 Ma, Thy leaden Wand in: juice of Poppy ſteep. 
| 2 44a. Bring {lumber from thoſe little quiet Cells, 
Where lazy Vertug.inretirement dwells,.: 
Shunning the cares of Courts... .. +. 
4 Ma. —— And inthy Train, | 
1 Me, Bring the Phantaſtick off-ſprings of the Brain, 
2 Ma. Dreanis of all forts... . . EY 
1 Ms, — —— —5Some in a pleaſing Dreſs, 
3 Ma. Such as glad Lovers full of hope poſſeſs. 5The pleaſant 
4 Ma, Sonte dreadful,ſuch as to the guilty come > Fay riſer, 
And tell ſad Stories of their future doome. 


God of Sleep Sings. 


© Þ He Noiſeof hamane life forſake, 
Where Love and Bus neſs keep the' World ewake, 
| Some quiet Manſion ſeek, 
Hhere Fame s loud call ſhall not our ſlumbeys break. - 
But happy 7gnorance upon thy careleſs breaſt 
j Methinks we take the gentleſt reſt, 
Chorus, Sleep, fleep ! within a drouſte Exve, 
| Dark, aark, and ſilent as the Grave, [[Darce. 


Phanſy enters with the pleaſant Dreams,Phanly Dances,the pleaſant 
= Dreames ſing:and dance an Entry to the Song, to which Muſick 
EI theres an Eccho in the Clouds. Three Spirits reply © 

* _-  t6 the Dancers below. OE 


* 


Song for the Dreames. 


_V IL .Zids in Hiſhes P+ yrong and pant ; 
+». Hives the Nightly bleſsing want. 

horus. Careful Zove their torment ſees, | 

Sends em Dreams, and they have eaſe, 


| " Homen can be- chaſte pie 
Gallants muſt retire to Night. 
Chor. Careful ZoveS&c. 


H 2 


As Morphe heus fines the Two firſt lines, the Scene changes 
| jog: 4 place of Horror. 


4 


Phobetor Sing:. 


B zzone fair Viſions, to the Court remove; 
. MHhoſe bus neſs is to dream of Love ; 
And you black terrors of the N gt pear; 
Zou wilde Creations of our Hild:r F-4 s 
Tow diſmal Viſions that on guilt attend. 

Faries and Fiends from Hell aſcend ; 
Religion find: you better far than Law, 
To rule Mankind and keep the World in awe :- 
Oh herror, borror from Death's gloomy ſhade, 
Ariſe, ariſe ! the frighted. World invade. 


An Entry of the frightful Dreames, .Clytimneſtra's 
7 te fy Deans Ch 


Gho, Awake, awake, thy Mother's Ghoſt is come, 
From Death's:abode, her Urn, and.quiet Tomb, 
To viſit Nature, holy gy Ifhun;: ens, 
And haunt the Dreames of my inhuman. Sen. 
Thy Sword did ſend me to Eternal Night ; | . 
My angry Ghoſt ſhall ſill th me ok 
ow humane kind in ſleep their cares forlake; 
Even Guilt it ſelf. ſome little Teſt does take; * 
And none but the revengefubare awake. J 
A mighty Vengeance-Circe does preparey. > » 7 
In this deep filence her wing'd.Charriots bear. + , C 
The dire Inchantreſs through th'unwholſome aire. 
 Brooding ill Fate ſhe fits upon a Cloud; | 
' Thrice the bad Genius of the World has bow'd, | 
And thrice has own'd her Pow'r,the Charm is done, . | 
: C Thus 
ders. 


And now the diſmal bus'neſs is begun. 
You ying Plagues ſciſe, ſeiſe this impious Son, 
1-474;8, Her beauty ſcorn'd; Circe reſolves to. prove 
Cruel as the firſt thoughts of injur'd Love... ..__- 
Oh tremble, tremble, and reſfift no more: - 
Beauty's a Tirant jealous of its Pow:r, Mi 
on” | | 2: Mat a. 


- 
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2. Maid. A black revengeher fury has deſiga'd, 
But ſighing at her feet your pardon ſeek, 
And therelenting Beauty will be kind, 
As the laſt words whichdying Lovers ſpeak. y 


” 


Oreſtes wakes, the Scene vaniſbes, the Dreams and Gho 
* ſink downby degrees, the Bowy vaniſhes, 4 


Ores. Deicend to burning Lakes, hot as thy Luſt, 
[ll boding Viſion, my Revenge wasjuſt , 
Night through the World does ſolid darkneſs ſpread, 
The gaping Monuments reſtore their dead, 
Who rangeaboutr, 'ris the laſt dreadful day , 
The Earth and Heav'*ns begin to meltaway, F Darts of Lightning, 
Qn Clouds of Fire: Gel royiog Angels fly, ; Thunder, | 
Muſt this great Framedifſolve and Nature d ye. 


SCENE Seventh. - 
Enter Pylades aud Iphigenia with the 5 Thunder and Light- 
Grecian Train, | : wing here, 


Pyl. Sureall the Elementsour fall conſpire, 
Loud Stoxmsat Sea, at Land conſuming Fire. 
Purſues us ſtill,  ---- | | 
Hph. - But why ſhould Virtue fear, | 
When with their murdring ſbafts the Gods appear ? 
Guilt tremble thou when Heav'ns wing'd Vengeance flies- . 
Through frighted Cities,” or when Storms arile. 
Ores. - From Earths deep hollow dreadful. 5 Groans under 
,  groansare ſent, | . ? the Farth. 
And Nature1abours with ſome great event. - 
Approach,approach,dire things ſhall bediſclos'd, $ Drawing Pyl. aa 
My Mind is wilder now than Luſt oppos'd. Iph.near bim, 
Come we'l out-think young Prophets and out-dream 
Religion, let Ambition be our Theam. yo 
Come, the tumultuous World we'l viſit now, - 
_ There to ſucceſsful Vice the virtuous bow, 
The Ptous quarrel,. Ignorance 1s loud, 
All is amiſs, in Schools the Wile are proud. 
2 - 


Oaly the He are (uretOTHe: 
Li ſound aTrumpet, and thede e 
The frighted Planers ſhall therr Otbsforlake, 
And all with me t0 d better Worlds retire. _ 
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7 » If Glory &re th Ny oil Slab dre,” ip wet 

Follow where and my reveiigi Jha ead,” un Mn P0423 0 

That undiſturbd we may t 0 pblec A Hb - 7 ae 

Gretia#\this day thoy art dec Ra £8 aye” OR Ul] 

If thou dar't vohr, and Heav'h Rand neuter by." GH C3 
Ores, Ha ! art notthou- that hungry Monſter Pow' FE 

That feeds on all, then does it ſelf dey ur? 

. Tho. All thing s to Univerſal Rui aſte,/ ” 

Afflited Nature {e _— breath her laſt. bs ly wa 

My Throne mukt fall by your Eternal Joo... — 

Toſink with Empire! Oh you On ED 0 

If T have ought deſerv'd for ev'ry how 13 14" > Sat 

In whichT have groan'd,beneath the wee of - Pow'r: $G1C DIO 

Let me expire anies. + {of [Mater as Oreftes, who draws 
Ores. 

Thy clamoursſhall not Ds Dy wire 5.7 th rage: © Jl. draws 
Pyl. Awake, awake {'the glericur Yo You, does ſtan 

With Wars ſwift Lightning uſeleſs in his hand. 
\7ho, Fall on! revenge come quickenand inſpire, 

| Bethowinſtead of allm youthful fire”! © 

| FightyOres. kills Tho. they drive off the Scythia ian Solicrs. | 

. Wretch lie there, my Courage now iS warm, 

—_ as Womens Luft, deaf as a Storm. 


SCEN E Ninth, and lat. | 
Enter Circe, with her Maids " Spirkes, Guards and Attendants. ; 


Circe, Unfit for Empire, Imuſt Rule no more, 
FirmaneſsI want, that = ſupport of Pow'r: 
; & 


£26 
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'Tis 


"Tis Reſolution makes Heay'ns Empire great. ; - 9 
Like a weak States-man inſome turn of State, ; | 
Wild, unreſoly'd Iſtand, eternal pains!  _. hy 8 

- High, fierce deſires are boiling in my Veins, * 
I muſtenjoy him, and the fire allay. . y. i 
The raging flames that '0n my Vitals prey. | 
But witneis, Hell ! I would hike Ly hening, blaſt; | tf | 
Burn, and conſume whatever Iembrac'd. . ; pet. 

Ore, Ha Beauty here} thy wicked ArtsIknow. ”n 
What pains, and diſcord doeſt thou breed below 1 +. [#11 
There Wiſdom, and there Pow'r, thou lead'& aſtray; IN 
I! from thy Poiſonflie——,;... Pei 

Gr ——— ——— ores, ſtay! ka 
Oh tay ! with thy inchanting preſence keep ._ ©. \'0 
Theſe Hells, and this tormenting Rage alleep ; 4% 

- Once you were kind, on floury Beds youlay,. : - FR 
InBow'rs, like infant Nature, freſh and gay.;.:,; . NP 
Wreathing the Mirtle GarJands for your. Brows, .”.., 'F 
Fixt on your looks; andlIiſtning to your Vows, . .- © -- \F 
COST rw yn net 4 | 

Ores ———— Away bewitching fair! | © * * 
Fatal, expenſive, ruinous as War... ; ; 4 
Shall Ifit idle by my Senate aw'ds. +... :. 5... [| 
While Neighbouring Princes get renownabroad ? - | . | ST 
No, let me looſe, I ould the World o'recome, , 8 
Did not ill Subjects keep me poor at home : 138 
I would be one of thoſe the Gods did make - | j 
With reſtleſs Minds, to keep the World. awake; . 4 


Afam'd Deſtroyer. : - ' | +. +... 
Cir. ——— ——— Then come joynyith'me: - - 
I hate the World, and would deſtrudtive be. Grs 
At our command Plagues through the Earth ſhall range,., 
Warr, new Religion, univerſal-change, 
oy fightin 26a ag wt oW. Ky 
ring {wift-deſtruQion on Ungrateful Man,” © 
Wing" with our fury through the World Ghall fie 
The World | evenlov'd by miſery !. but I - 
Would ſee it loſt, Nature and Order die, . 
See all conſume inUniverſal fire, 
Injoy but him, and then my ſelf expire. Hu 


Once the Df poiſon Pans te tmy Y ind: 4 
Like all new Lovers, dilige Deito a6 kinds $; 
At Circe's feet I lay, butihe dead,” 


And to the Grave {6 Mourning Cap | 
Shew me the ſhall her Ai 


There I will trueſt Penitence'ou 
Cir. Mad as One OS:0 


Gather'd attac rs, L IM 
Wich that cool mixture, and the thai Sanbias 7 WIL 
ite y; ailt: ILEXCITE . 
Love ht" 
Koo Hah, 


ab [2 


pon habe on Years tocome,. =o 
 Ores, The Moon da n arfor Niſiat fight # 
Loy. Stars grow dim, ſyowd me Eternal Night. = ES 
=_ ATt— ED to Circe | 
My Mother's Ghoſt fo melting with deſfite;\ 5, pig 
ild breathing ſhort her Breaſts, and Eyes afire, | 
| Shemet avAdulterer 0 bear to Hell,. 
That ſhallow plotting mis "That would rebell ; 
He that does faQtions'in a City breed, . 
Unfit thoſe Fations to adviſe or lead y 
That apr ro ahor ge _ _ is 
But oh, thou ſacred G Ore[.es Ipare. -... fy EIS 
Cir. lam thy Moth Je Ghoſt, By from Heav'n n. 
With order. FA onounce thy Crimes forgiven. #- 
My fatal 'Murder is forgotten now, 
Shake off your Sorrows, d uncloud your brow, 
Reſt on my boſome, calm your noble Mind, n TG. | 
The Powr's above; bad m : be ſoft an d Kind. | f Emiraces him. 
Cres. Bleſt ſhade am I This iven? away my a” 
Zeal is deceiv'd to paint =, Gods ſevere.  .. | 
 Ler's ſeck the laſting home whichHeav'n prepares : 
I am = grown ſick of life and mortal cares. Pres 


Cir, Come, you ſhall beto acalm Region bronotis-.: - -" © 
Where Wiidome is no more Giſturlid with nas. 1 81 
Where .Valour teſts, we will bleſt Youth remove © 
To the forgetful carelels ſhades of Love, 

In thin attire, ſuch as may looſely fly,\. | - 
And hide no beauty from the Lover's Eye. 
Trembling Tle come, . you in my looks ſhall read 
+ In my ſhort ſighs, and bluthes whar)] need, ;--, -- 

Then wele retire to feaſt on-ev'ry. ſweet, | 
With which the Youthful do the Youthful meet 
Tird with delights — — FR | 
|  Ores. Witneſs yee Pow'rs of Hell [Starts from Circe. 
- How juftly my adulterovs Mother fell:' | {441 1 
| 2 _ cov aink oy veJoqn ths Tomh, -::; of 57; nj 1d 

\nd thy. inceftuous Ghoſt is hither come- ; cCrce pyer 6h mn: 1 
'Totempt the vertue of thy wretched Son. yr os, Tray 
No: thoſe Embraces Nature bids me ſhun.” -. - , 4 FVoite amides tho) 


Hark,hark ! my Father groans/ adiſmal ſound ;- Earih cries; Pre 
Hecries, Prepare to-give the fatal wound +, | - £- pare, prepare, .. 
Kill, kill! th'Adultrels. // Stabbs Circe. Le: te 
; 6 A». gotla ad All the Stage « darken'd. 
Cir4—— ummon ail.my: Art, ' Che ſinks wn the. 
Furies and Hell ! the Sword has reach'd my heart: ms” bi 
p Women, 
zee; — with Fate, yet Ithe Chains will break, 
Are not all Women falſe Immortals ! Speak ? 
_ Falſer than Science ; I to Death will run, 


Their falſchoods and my Wretched Sgit to ſhun. 


[Kills himſelf and dies, Pyl.aud Tph.run to him. 


Cir. Pow'r! Wiſdome ! guard me from the Tyrant Death. 
"All Ms. No, Fate has ſumgion'd,you muſt yield your Breath, 
|. Cir. Is it decreed ? the World, ime, Nature call ! 

"Tell &m they muſt prepare to grace my fall; 

Such Greatneſs cannot, cannot fink alone. 
Diſſolve the Earth, threaten th'Immortal Throne. ... 

To its firft Chaos let the World return. + = | 
This ſolid Maſs yee darted LEO burn: {Spirits bearing 
Earths hollow Caverns let the Winds forſake, ng flie croſs 


Burſt their dark Priſons, and the _ ſhake. #he Stage, M 
. Y 
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EPILOGUE, 


By the Earbof RocursrE R, 


YOme few "Es Wit have this true Maxime Lot, 


That "tis fill better to be pleas'd then not, 

And therefore never their own Torment plor 

While the Malitious: Criticks ftill agree 

To loath each Play they come and pay foe; $4 

The firſt know *tis a Meaner part of ſence | 

o foade a fault, then tafte an Excellence, 
Therefore they praiſe aud ſtrive to like, while theſe . 
Are dully -vam of being hard to pleaſe. 

| Poets and Women bave an Equal Right 


To hate the Dull, who Dead to all Delight 
Feel pain alone, and have no Joy but. ſpite. 
*Tiwas Impotence did firit this Vice begin, 
Fooles cenſure Wit, as Old men raile of Sm, 
Who Es Pleafure, which they cannot tft, 
And p00 for nothing, Þo#u'd be Wiſe « at laſt. 
Since therefore to * Women it appears, 


That all theſe Enemies of Wit are theirs, 

xr Poer the Dull berd. no longer fears... I. 
What'&re his fate may prove, "twill be bis pride 
To fland or fal, with one on his ſide. | } 
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